| ö 
PDR) 7 N 1 
2 N 4 
a 1 - 6 
* 
— > | * 9 Aa - 
I" [ 1 — © 0 = 
I * - A _- 
SS 2 7 ' — 
1 1 ff Rx, 3 
— 5 
| | — * a 2 
— * * » 2 
8 : — 
* x F : =_ 's s - 
I i 4 In. * . . 4 
| þ ' % 
| <>, 8 "' * 
A W — ' E " —— 
| d - : . Z : + 
: : >, Ws <* . 
[i , * = * * © 
* f * 
— 
_ 
9 


2 3 4 
| _— xt Pd , A — 
[ —_—_—_— ———— 4 * 7 
* — —. — 8 1 : " 
'i — ä 4 0 
— 7 


| ö 
PDR) 7 N 1 
2 N 4 
a 1 - 6 
* 
— > | * 9 Aa - 
I" [ 1 — © 0 = 
I * - A _- 
SS 2 7 ' — 
1 1 ff Rx, 3 
— 5 
| | — * a 2 
— * * » 2 
8 : — 
* x F : =_ 's s - 
I i 4 In. * . . 4 
| þ ' % 
| <>, 8 "' * 
A W — ' E " —— 
| d - : . Z : + 
: : >, Ws <* . 
[i , * = * * © 
* f * 
— 
_ 
9 


2 3 4 
| _— xt Pd , A — 
[ —_—_—_— ———— 4 * 7 
* — —. — 8 1 : " 
'i — ä 4 0 
— 7 


122 
Choice Collection 


P O ET. R Y 


Moſt Ingenious Men of the Age. 


CONTAINING, 
POEMS, EPIGRAMS, 
PROLOGURES, |[EPITAPHS, 
Z PILOGUES SONGS, &.. 

| Being in Number 
One Hundred and Fifty compleat | 
| A 


2 OR. 


= — _ _ — 
Moſt carefully collected from f 
ORIGINAL MAnusSCRIPTs, 
B Y 


JOSE PA. PAR 1 R 0 7 Comedian. "hp 


— — 
* I tam l * non : AA tia vincat, 


c. * I — 
10 


Printed by &. in Congy-Street, and Sold by 
the Collector of the Poems. 


Mbcexzrvin. 


—___  __ 


— — 


_ —— US — ot Ae) As — 4 


. ˙ ˙˙y ⁵˙ xv on. is rt are rn 


FFF 
DE DIC AT ION. 
Gentlemen and ris 


T would be ungrateful as 
well as unpardonable in Me, 
not ro acknowledge, on this 
Occaſion, the Favours I have 
received from You. I ſhall 
make no Apology for the fol- 
Towing Pieces, but only repeat 
what | obſerv'd in my Propo- 
ſals, that they are the Product 
of ſome Great Genius's of the 
Age, which occaſionally have 
come into my Hands; if they 
give any Pleaſure, I have gain d 
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A Prologue to the Careleſs Husband, 


written by a-Perſon of Quality, and 
pole i Mr. 3 


N Apis, I'm come, if not en- 
"Yo gag'd elſewhere, 
o invite you to an Entertain. 
0. -* ment here ; 
[5 <= OE * Te Night our poet Laureat 
CI », 1 makes a Feaſt, 
— And hopes each Diſh is ſeas 
„ ſon' d to your Taſte; 
Subſtantial Senſe you'll find as you could wiſh, 
And Sprigs of Wit to garniſh ev'ry Diſh ; 
A Careleſs Huſband on the Board we lay, 
But that's a Common Diſh, perhaps, you'll ſay, 
The next leſs common is an Eaſy Wife, 
A Spare-Rib, ſeldom known in modern Life. 
Then for the Diſhes on the Side, we ſet, 
A flutr ring Coxcomb, and a falſe Coquet. 
Our Fop ſhall be a Fricacy compleat, 
IT was dreſy'd at Paris from the lait Receipt, 


» Ang” 


25 5 ] 4 

And ſure that Diſn muſt pleaſe an Eg liſs Nation, 
Where Paris Cooks ſo long have been the Faſhion, 
A Dame Antique of Fifty and above, 

Whoſe feeble Pulſe till beats a March of Love, 
We ſet before you next: But this Cold Pye 

A little mouldy's grown with ſtanding by; 

Vet ſhe Herſelf will tell you to her Praiſe, 

That ſhe had Offers in her younger Days. * 
Nor is this all, We have, beſides, an other Cover, 

A ſoft, obedient, ſighing, filly Lover, 
Who belt his Miſtreſs loves when worſt ſhe treats him, 
As fawns her Lap-dog moſt, when molt ſhe beats aim 3 
But hold, not yet I've told you all, | | 
We have beſides a pickled Abigail, 

Who ſerves her Miſtreſs, and, O ſad Diſaſter! 

Will undertake more Work, and ſerve her Maſter, 
Like other pickled Things afide ſhe's ſet, | 
Againſt her Maſter wants to pick a Bit. j 5 #0} 
Thus of the Entertainment of to Day, 

A Bill of Fare before you all we lay; ; 
And hope the Critick, if ſuch be our Gueſt, Y 


Only to take of what he likes the belt, 

And not to rail at what he does not taſte. 
Criticks polite perhaps may like a Pye, 

Which ſeaſon'd is for his low Tafte too high: 
Prepare your Stomachs for the Fealt we bring; 
The Cloth is laid, the Bell juſt going to ring, 
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The: LAP- DOG. 
W Hile Veny skips on Delia's Knee, 
I wiſhing view, with Pain I fee 5 
The little Favourite Kill enjoys 1 
A Bliſs it knopys not how to prize. 
The greateſt Favour it receives, | 
The greateſt Pleaſuge which it gives, 
To dance upon her Lap is all, 
Or inatch a Kiſs, or wag it's Tail. 
Oh! might I change (with Jem) Place, 
Ah] Delia {how *twou'd change the Caſe ! 
Inſtead of Fawning, or of Dance, 
I'd act thee ver a Lover's, Trance; 
With raviſh'd Arms, I'd gird thy Waift, 
And ſigh, and murmur on thy Brealt ; 
In ſofteſt Vows, I'd tell thee all 
Th' ardent Wiſhes of my Soul. 
But you deny; I muſt not be | 
(Ah, Very!) half fo bleſt as thee. GY 
If Fove was to deſcend again 6 
In Showers of Gold, 'twould be in vain \ _ -. 
A Vem's Form the God muſt take, | 
To make his Happineſs compleat. 
F:+y's the happieſt Creature grown, 
And has the greateſt Favours ſhown. 
See with what Pleaſure and what Care, 


Delia does comb her Vems Hair; A 
N N B 2 She 


(127 

She ſtrokes, ſhe ſmiles, and fondly plays, 
And ſports with Veny twenty ways. 
Heav'ns ! what a wondrous Paradice 

That little, filly Thing enjoys. 

How does it fret my Soul to ſee 

Delia poſſeſs d alone by thee. 

Jove ! grant me but what now I wiſh, 

I'll ask no more, no greater Bis. 
Give me a Spell, a potent Charm, 

To turn my ſelf to Yew's Form 

In the moſt pleaſant, wanton Play, 

On Delia's Lap I'd ſpend the Day. 
But when the Dusk o' th* Evening Shade, 
Has call'd her to her downy Bed; 
Then let me on her Boſom burn 
And back unto my ſelf return. - + 


DRORUROTIT e IE Ef f 
Advice to VARIO the Painter, af- 


ter the Battle f Blenheim; wrote 


. by a Priſoner in Ludgate. 41 


774 R 10, no more thy ſacred Skill prophane. 
To ſhow how fabled Gods with Giants ſonght: 


Giants, who owe their Actions to thy Brain, 
And Gods, who were no Gods, till by thy Pencil 
wrought, 


Fario, 
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Vario, prophane thy ſacred Skill no more, 

Leſt We thoſe Gods for being Thine adore. 

Truth only claims the Name of Hiſtory, 

Worth our Regard, or to be done by Thee: 

Such mighty Jruths as Blenbeim's Pains relate, 

Or Danube's Billows to the Ocean told: 

When ſtain'd with Gallick and Bavarian Blood they 
roll'd; | 

Haſte, draw a Copy like the Action great. 

Firſt a dark Scene ſhot thro' with Light' ning draw, 

Let Clouds of Puſt th' encount'ring Armies ſcreen, 

As if Heav'n unwillingly the Slaughter ſaw, 

Tho' Bloody Man was fearleſs to be ſeen. 

Next, afar off, like the Horizon Wan, 

Let little Gau/; and ſmall Bawarians fly ; 

Then draw their General the Minuteſt Man, 

And make him ſeem to vaniſh in the Sky. 

Next, Let the valiant Cu Ts in Pomp appear, 

With blood of hardy Foes his Arms belmear ; 

Let Him from Victory unhurt return, 

Vet let him ſeem the Want of Enemies to Mourn. 

But Vario, paint the glorious MAR LR ROUOH now, 

Paint Bravery in his Eyes, and Conqueſt on his Brow. 

Paint Him like Pompey Great, like Cæſar Brave, 

Let Him amidit his Foes a Triumph have, 5 

And in his Chariot let a Gen' ral ride his Slave. 

Paint this, and then with univerſal Voice, 

We'll praiſe the Nation's Hero, and the Monarch's 


Choice. 
Nut | Wrote 


[14] 


ebe h f & NC. h dv 

Mrote Extempore, by My Wort iy F riend, 
Mr. Grunwin, after ſeeing the Lair 
Penitent. 


THE Gods with Friendſhip ſeldom Mortals bleſs, 
That ſacred Good in Fancy we poſſeſs; 
Our eaſy Faith falle Friends with Oaths beguile, 
When Fortune frowns, the Perjur'd ccaſe to ſmile ; 
The Good and Wretched, Men nor Gods defend, 
But poorly ſawn, and Kill the Rich commend. 
Thus, when the Audience bids the Play begin, 
And tie laſt Flourih calls the Actors in; 
With tender Words, and with 1 Art, 
This plays a Lover's, that a Father's Par 
Ihe aged Sire with forc'd Patcraal G6 
Affects his Son as He purſues the Fair. | 
Eat when at length the unctious Lamps expire, 
And the Spectators from the Play retire, | 


Each to his natural Inclination turns, 
1 he Father do. its not, nor 58 Lover burns, 
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pre ligne to the Beaux Stratagem, ſooke. 
by Mr. Yarrow, in che Charatier 


of Archer. * 2425 


E to this Place, where once we came of old, 
On Foot, on Horſeback, or in Carts have 
| ſtrol'd, 
With gen'rous Pity, view your tatter'd Race, 
Lace on their Backs, and Famine in their Face; 
To gain your Smiles with Comic Scenes we try, 
Tis wholeſomer to laugh than tis to cry; 
Pleas'd if our Play your Fancy entertains, 
Since that alone can recompence our Pains. 
We aim to pleaſe in CharaQers but lo, | 
A finiſh'd Rake, and Fortune-hunting Leau; — 
A Pair unhappy, parted by Conſent, 
And freed without an Act of Parliament. 


The Times are hard, it cannot be deny'd, 
My Wife's Tea Equipage muſt be ſupply'd ; 
Her clean Chince Gown ſhe muſt on Sundays wear, 
Tho? all her ſquawling Children live on Air. 
Howe'er we will not make à large Demand, 
A Brace of Hogs will do from either Hand, 
This little Sum we hope you'il freely pay, 
Or elſe—what elfe - what was I going to fay ? þ 
Why elſe we'n b;Jk your Town, and ran away. 


4 


Bat. 


| [ 16-] 
But hold ! — Faith I was almoſt run a- ground, 
Than this, a better Stratagem I've found: 
Be kind each Night, each honeſt Score we'll quit, 
And give for Sterling Money, Sterling Wit. 


weden 


Prologue ſpoken by Mr. Yarrow, at 
the Opening of the New Theatre at 
Lincoln. 


Layers and Poets ever were deſign'd, 

Both to Divert and to Improve the Mind; 
That Man, by ſeeing Virtue plac'd to View, 
Might the rude Paſſions of his Soul ſubdue ? 

And Vice, when in a proper Light diſplay'd, 
Will teach us to deſpiſe and ſhun what's bad. 

In ev'ry Age, for Liberal Arts renown'd, 

The Stage with Praiſes and Succeſs was crown'd. 
At Rome and Greece their Theatres were great, 
With lofty Pillars built in pompous State. 

At London there the Grandeur charms the Sight, 
And all around conſpires to give Delight. 

Our Theatre, tis true, with theirs can't vie, 
So hope you'll view it with the kindeſt Eye. 

As for our ſelves, with humble Hearts we bow, 
Your Favour beg, and for your Preſence ſue; 


is you alone can Joy and Pleaſure give, 


Our Fears diſperſe, and bid our Hopes revive ; 
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For in your Abſence ev'ry Heart decays, 

Like Flowers abandon'd by the Sun's bright Rays, 
Already your kind Bounty we have found, 
For which our grateful Souls with Thanks abound ; - 
And hope that now you'll not our Suit diſdain, 

But ſhow'r your Bleſſings on us once again. 


EEE TELE EES IHE EEE EEE K gg 


On the Duke of Marlborough's Four 
| Daughters. 


OW many Graces are there ? Colin cry'd, 
Three —Why Hye ask it? Lycidas reply'd, 
How many Graces ſhould there be? 
I'm ſure, cries Colin, There are more than Three. | 


Tien Pieces on't —— Says Lycidas, *Tis done. 


In Haſte to Mar/borough Houſe they, run, 

There Venus and the Graces ſtand, _ 

Drawn by ſome Roman Maſter's Hand. Þ 
But the Fair Daughters whom fam'd Kneller . 
Happening to be firſt in View; 

As ſoon as Colin op'd the Door, 

Pre loſt, ſays-Lycidas, I ſee there's Four. 
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a Gentleman, whoſe Misfortune it 
was, to loſe his only Daughter by 
the Small-Pox, at five Tears of Age. 


O H! lead me where my Darling lies, 
Cold as the Marble Stone 

IT will recal Her with my Cries, 
And wake Her with my Moan, 


Come from thy Bed of Clay, my Dear, 
See where thy Father ſtands ; 

His Soul He ſheds out Tear by Tear, 
And wrings his wretched Hands, 

But, oh! alas, thou can'ſ not riſe, 
Alas! thou can'ſt not hear; 

Or at thy dear loy'd Father's Cries, | 
Thou ſurely wou'd' appear. 


Since then, my Love,. my Soul's Delight, 
Thou can't not come to Me; 

Rather than live without thy Sight, 
Ill dig my Way to Thee. | 


LY 


1 
Annan aan nanu 
On a Rigid Parent. \y 
Ere lyeth Inhum'd, | 
- Under this Stone, 
A Man, whoſe Children 
May be glad He's gone; 
If to Heav'n or Hell, 
They need not much heed, 


Since from Hell upon Earth 
By his Death they are freed, 


S32CSESESÞ SESSSLSSS 


Epitaph on Theo. Cave, Eſq, in the 
Chancel at Barrow upon Stowre, 


Ere in this Grave, 
There lies a Cave; 

We call a Cave a Grave ; | 
If Cave be Grave, and Grave be Cave, 
Then, Reader, judge, I crave, 

Whether does Cave here lie in Grave, 
Or Grave here lie in Cave ? 
If Cave and Grave here buried lie, 


Then, Grave, where is thy Vidtory? 
Go, Reader, and report, Here lies a Cave, 


W ho conquers Death, and buries his own Grave. 


Cave, Ave in ternitatem. 
D 2 


[20] 
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Epitaph on Mr. Thomas Elrington, who 
died July 22, 1732. 


| #3 UBLIN, thy own Dear Joy and Grief, lies 
Here, ths | 

A Gen'ral Play'r, not Particular 

Death ſhews how far Nature ſurpaſſes Art, 

For once He play'd, but now He is his Part; 

Life is a Stage, the different Cues are caſt, | 

The Graves the Green Room, where all meet at laſt. 


Nünrutmuneddüwrrbazas nung NNN 
An EPITAP H. 


F the Innocent are Favourites of Heav'n, | 
And God but little aſks, where little's giv'n: | 
My Great Creator has for me in Store, 
Eternal Joys ; what wiſe Man can have more ? 


eee ee fr 
By the ſame Hand. 


Eath ſooneſt comes 
When leaſt of all its fear'd ; 
As Lightning kills 
Before the Thunder's heard. 


[ 23 ] 


* On the Death of Mrs. Oldfield. 


Aſhion'd alike, by Nature and by Art, 

To pleaſe, engage, and intereſt every Heart z 
In publick Life, by all who ſaw approv'd, 
In private Life, by all who knew her lov'd. 
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Another. 


3 D FIE IO lies here, retir'd, undreſt, 
The Curtain drawn, her Part is done 3 
Ye that remain to act your beſt, 
Muſt alſo make your Exit ſoon : 
How happy then, if worthy Praiſe, 
You can ſuch laſting Plaudits raiſe. 


NAA AAA SEREEEEES 


In Memory of William Lamb, on 2 
Braſs Plate fix'd on a Pillar in St. 
Auguſtine's Church, are ſeveral 
Poems, which conclude thus : 


Lamb of God, which Sin didſt take away, 
And, as a Lamb, was offer'd up for Sin, 

Where I, poor Lamb, went from thy Flock aſtray, 
Yet thou, O Lord, vouchſafe thy Lamb to win 


Home to thy Flock, aud hold thy Lamb — 


221 
That at the Day when Lambs and Goats ſhall ſever, 
Of thy choice Lambs, Lamb may be one for ever. 


Nee EK. KN 
EPI GRA M. 


Ind Katherine kiſsd her Husband with theſg 
Words, | 

Mine own feveet Will, how dearly I love thee ! | 

If true, quoth Will, the World none ſuch affords 3 -. 

And that tis true, I dare her Warrant be; 

For ne'er was Woman yet, or Good, or Ill, 

| But loved always beſt her own Saves? Will. 
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An EP ITA H. 


IME flays for no Man, 

Death no Man will ſpare - 
Prepare for Death in Time; 
| Be this thy Care: 
For Death will come, 

And Time will have an End; 

; Therefore in Time ſerve God, 
And Death's your Friend. 
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Epitaph on Mrs. Margaret Paſton, of 


Barningham, in Norfolk. 
O fair, ſo young, fo innocent, ſo ſweet, Y 


So ripe a Judgment, and ſo rare a Wit, 
Requure at leaſt, an Age, in one to meet. 

In her they met; but long they could not ay, 
*T'was Gold too fine, to fix without Allay ; 
Heav'n's Image was in Her ſo well expreſt, 
Her very Sight upbraided all the reſt : 

Too juſtly raviſh'd from an Age like this, 

Now ſhe is gone, the World is of a Piece. 


aan ene 
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Epitaph on a Cobler. 


Eath at a Cobler's Door oft made a Stand, 

And always found him on the mending Hand 
At laſt came Death in very dirty Weather, | 
And ript the Sole from off the upper Leather, | 
Death put a Trick upon Him, and what was't ? 
The Cobler call'd for's Awl, Death brought his Laſt. 
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On the Death of Mr. Wilks. 


* ſofteſt Strains, Parnaſſian Virgins mourn, 
- Sprinkle with Tears great Y/:/k;s awful Urn, 
Oh! thou Dread Phæbus, bend thy Lawrel'd = 


And view, alas ! thy Favourite Reſcius laid, 
With gloomy Pomp, in his eternal Bed, | 
E247” Silence, 


(24] 

Sitence, ye Bards, Apollo's Aid no more, 

To crowti your Verſe with ſmilitg Mirth — 
Let every Weeping Elegy inſpire 

Your ſoaring Fancies, and encreaſing Fire, 

Be now the Sock, and Buskin laid aſide, 

Since Wilts is gone, the Britiſh Muſes Pride. 


Each Hand applauded, each Spectator prais'd. 

So ſoft his Voice, fo raviſhing his Mein! 

That fill'd the Theatre, This grac'd the Scene. 

Whene'er a Hamlet or a Jula play 'd, 

He ftole our Tears, and charm'd each tender Maid: 

With Galle Foppery when a Villair ſung, 

The Theatre with juſt Applzuſes rung. 

So maſterly Ee play'd each graceful Part, 

He pied the Ear, and raviſh'd arms Heart, 

Alas ! He's gone. 

His Soul now wanders *midſt the Bleſt above, 
Where all is Harmony, and all is Love. 
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Iſaac Newton. 


"APY ye Wiſe of Soul, with Awe Divine, 

*Tis Newton's Name that conſecrates this 
Shrine. 

That Son of Knowledge, whoſe Meridian Ray 

Kindled the Gloom of Nature into Day 


When &er He wov'd. when e'er his Voice He rais d, 


Deſign 'd For the Monument of Sir 
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"COWS 
That Soul of Science, that unbounded Mind 
That Genius which exalted Human Kind! 
Confeſt Supreme of Men! his Country's Pride! 
And half eſteem'd an Angel till He dy'd : 
Who in the Eye of Heav'n like Enoch ſtood, 
And thro' the Paths of Knowledge walk'd with God, 
Who made his Fame, a Sea without a Shore, ; 
And but forſook one World, to know the Laws of 


more. 


NN SSSR SS SHS SS 
Sir ISAAC NEWTON. 


ORE than his Name were leſs—— '"twoy'd 
ſeem to fear, 

He who increas'd Heay'ns Fame, cou'd want it here; 

Yet, when the Suns he lighted up, ſhall fade, 

And all the Worlds he found, are firſt decay'd ; 

Then void, and waſte, Eternity ſhall lie, 

And Time and Newton's Name together die. 


dope hh ch bp be bb 
Epitaph on a Blackſmith. 


Y Sledge and Hammer lie declim d, 

YA My Bellows have quite loſt their Wind; 
My Fire's extinct, my Forge decay'd, 
My Vice is in the Duſt all laid; 
My Coal is ſpent, my Iron gone, 
My Nails are drove, my Work is done. 
My Fire-dry'd Corps lies here at Reſt, 
My Soul, Smoak like, * to be bleſt. 
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Epitaph on a Lady's Lap Dog. 


Eader, if thou can'ſt read at all, thou'lt find 
Here hes the faireſt of the ſpeechleſs Kind; 
Deſcended from an antient noble Race, 

Of Ladies Lap-Dogs in their Ladies Grace. 
Mats Abigail (that was the Lady's Name) 
From Nature's Hand receiv'd a comely Frame; 
Long Ears, bright Eyes, a ſhort and dimpled Noſe, 5 


A Robe of Ermin, ſpotted Silken Hoſe, 

With all that Beauty on a Dog beſtows. 

Her acting Principle, think what you plcaie on, 
At leatt *twas next to — if it was not Reaſon. 

Whether her Soul belong'd to Man, or Beaſt, 

Let others with Pythagoras conteſt; | 

This I'll affirm ; were all dumb Brutes like her, „ 
To moſt that talk, the ſilent I'd prefer. 

Was ſhe, becauſe ſhe never ſpoke, a Brute? 
How many wou'd appear leſs ſuch, if mute? . 

Brute as ſhe was, her Actions yet were ſuch, | 
As to moſt Men muſt be a warm Reproach. 

No Truſt ſhe ere betray'd, no Friend forgot, 

Nor fawn'd on Perſons, when ſhe lik'd them not. 
Choice made her live twelve Moons twice told a Maid, 
Obedience made her change her State, and wed. 
Then, Phenix like, ſhe yields her lateſt Breath, 

To make way for her ſecond Self by Death. 

Who but muſt weep the Loſs of Abigail, 
That for ker Species Sake thus greatly fell. 


— 
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The VIS H. 70 4 young 4 on bey 
Birth- Day By Mr. Pope. 


H ! be thou bleſt with all that Heav'n can ſend, 
Long Life! long Health! long Pleaſure ! anda 
Friend, 
Not with thoſe Toys, the Women—World admire, | 
Riches that vex, and Vanities that tire; 
Let Joy and Eaſe, let Affluence and Content, 
And the glad Conſcience of a Life well ſpent, 
Calm every Thought, and ſpirit every Grace, 
Glow in thy Heart, and ſparkle in thy Face. 
Let Day improve on Day, and Year on Year, 
Without a Sigh, à Trouble, or a Tear, 
And, oh ! when Death ſhall that fair Face deſtroy, 
Die by ſome ſudden Extacy of Joy : Y 
In ſome foft Dream, may thy mild Soul remove, 
And be thy lateſt Gaſp a Sigh of Love. 


IR e 8 OR GEAR ROLES 


The Peaſant in Serch of his Heifer, 
By My. Congreve. 


r fo befel — a ſilly Swain, 

Had ſought his Heifer long in vain; 
For wanton ſhe had frisk ing ttray'd, 
And left the Lawn, to f{eel: the Shade. 
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Around the Plain he rolls his Eyes, 

Then to the Wood in Haſte he hies, 
Where ſingling out the faireſt Tree, 

He climbs, in Hopes to hear or ſee. 

Anon there chanc'd that Way to paſs 

A jolly Lad and buxom Laſs: 

The Place was apt, the Paſtime pleaſant, 
Occaſion with her Forelock preſent: 

The Girl a-gog, the Gallant ready, 

So lightly down he lays my Lady; 

But fo ſhe turn'd, or ſo was laid, 

That ſhe ſome certain Charms diſplay d, 
Which with ſuch Wonder ſtruck his Sight, 
With Wonder much, more with Delight ; 
That loud he cry'd, in Rapture, What! 
What ſee I, Gods! what fee I not? 

But nothing nam'd, from whence tis gueſo d, 
"Twas more than well could be expreſs'd. 
The Clown aloft, who lent an Ear, 
Straight ſtopt him ſhort in mid Career, 
And louder cry'd, Ho! honeſt Friend, 
That of thy ſeeing ſeeſt no End; 

Do'ſt fee the Heifer that I ſeek ? 


If do'ſt, pray be ſo good to ſpeak, 


22 
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On Dr. BULL. te oh 


S ov'er the He/lz/pant Great Jo, 
In Form of Bull, once bore his Love; 

So Dr. Bull, over Misbeaeh River, 
Convey'd his- charming Ferry Diver. 

The Heathen Ball Divine enjoy'd 

His Dame, and tho' 2 God was cloy'd. 

And having Beaſt-like done the Rape, 

Turn'd all Divine, and dropt his Shape. 
The Chriſtian courted Fan? with Honour, 

With Rites and Ceremonies won her. 
Call'd Her his Dear, made Her his Wiſe, 
Engag'd to be her Bull for Life, 

And run his Neck into a Nooſe 

All his Theology can't looſe. 

O Terry! gently ſooth thy Ball, 

Tho' his Divinity grows dull, 

And, like Zuropa, ſafe to fail, | 

Hold by his Horns, and ſteer his Tail. 


25 l Kad .f. f. x. . SES SLE i . EW 
An EPIG RAM. 


Noncon Parſon preaching in a Pulpit, 

As Players to their Audience in a full Pit, 
 Eſpy'd a Man with Snuff. Box in his Hand, 
Offer a Pinch to One that was his Friend. 
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[30] 
At which the Canting Toper being offended, 
Before the Sentence in his Mouth was ended. 
He bawl'd, Pray, Gentlemen, confider where; 
Not in an Ale-houſe, but God's Houſe you are. 
To whom the Gentlemen reply'd, No! 
Parſons to th' Alehouſe, we to 'Taverns go. 


EEB S 2 t U ES 


Another, * 


A* Epigram—— by a School-Boy writ, 
The Pedant Old ſurveys ; 
And, as his Wiſdom thought molt fit, 
His Stick acroſs Him lays; 
The Student felt his Noddle bleed, 
And mumbling, anſwer'd this; 
My Epigram — is bad indeed, 
But your A-Croſs ſtick's worſe. 
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Wrote Extempore; A Burleſque on 
the ſine Ladys Life; by Mr, Le- 
veridge. | 

THAT tho' they call me Sober 4/;,, © 
I plainly fee it in my Glaſs, 
That for a Drunkard I might paſs; 


4 O cou'd I fee the Day. 


TS 


Wou'd Drawers but attened my Call, 

In Parlour, Kitchen, or in Hall 

I'd knock down thoſe I drank withal, 
With a Stand by, — Clear the Way. 


Surrounded by a Jovial Crew 

Of Lords and Dukes, and God knows who, 

Who ſeidom ſpeak one Word that's true; 
O cou'd I fee the Day: 

I'd drink what e'er the Houſe affords, 

And laugh, but never take their Words, 

And make em all as drunk as Lords, 
With a Stand by, Clear the Way, 


And then fall Glaſs of generous Wine, 
P'll take alone, with pure Deſign, 
The Face of Bacchus to outſhine; 

Oh! could I ſee the Day: 
And when the Conqueſt I had won. | | 
I'd mount the Chariot of the Sun, | 
To ſnew the World what I had done; 

With a Stand by, —— Clear the Way. 
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An  Eoitogical Song for Penelope. 


Now no more fhall grieve, 
Since LS *icap'd the Pack, 
And coud that Circe leave, 
is come to his Pene back, 


[ 32] 
That Foto I own I fear'd, 
Had won his wand'ring Hearty 
From Helland's Gin I've heard 
"Tis woundy hard to part. 


Wench, wipe off all old Scores, 
And bid the Bells all ring. 

Sure Hopkins owes me more 
That cer he ow'd the King: 

Send ina good Sir Loyn, 
All of the f atteſt Beef. 

Til pay in ready Coin, 

And Dell ſhall have her Thief, 


Oh, Tommy, Meaſure take 
Of Him for a new Suit, 
As good as Hands can make, 
And ſee you nimbly do't: 
Thus may each faithful Heart 
By Heav'n rewarded be, 
Thar ever play'd its Part, 
As I've done Mine for Thee. 
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"Js Epigram on Tobacco, 
UC H Meat does Gluttony produce, 
And makes a Man a Swine, 
But he's a temperate Man indeed, 
That on a Leaf can dine. 


. 

He needs no Napkin for his Hands, 
His Fingers Ends to wipe, 
That keeps his Kitchen in his Box, 

And Roaſt Meat in a Pipe. 


SESISSESZSSSSELSESSS 
An EP iIGRAM. 


IVE Hundred Pounds ! too ſmall a Boon, 
To put a Poet's Mule in Tune, 
1] hat nothing may eſcape her z 
Shou'd ſhe attempt th* Heroick Story 
Ol the illuſtrious ChurchilPs Glory, 
It ſcarce wou'd buy the Paper. 
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EPIGRAM. 


WI. EN Map at the Play her Preſence did affords 
On one Side Tayhfr fat, on th' other Wat; - 
When their mock Perſons of the Drama came, 

Both Ward and Taylor thought it hurt their Fame; 
Wonder'd how Mapp cou'd in ſuch Humour be, 
Zounds, crys the Manly Dame, it hurts not me, 
Quacks, without Art, may either Blind or Kill, 
But Demonſtration ſhews that Mine is $kill. 


E 


[ 34 ] 


By Mr. Cowley, on à Fly ſeitling on 

| his Cup. 

Uſy, curious, thirſty Fly, 

Could'it thou drink, and drink as I, 

Welcome freely to my Cup, 
Cou'd'ſt thou ſip and fip it up; 
For make the moſt of Life you may, 
Life is ſhort, and wears away, 


Both alike, both Thine and Mine, 
Haſtens quick to their Decline ?_ 
Vour's is a Summer, mine no more, 
Tho' repeated to 'Threeſcore ; 
Threeſcore Summers, when they're gone, 
* They will appear as ſhort as one. 


e CE LEM EL LLGEETEEES: 


: Epitaph on a young Lady, by Richard 
Savage, Eſq; 


\Los'd are thoſe Eyes, that beam'd ſeraphick Fire, 
= Cold is that Breaſt, which gave the World 
Deſire, | | 
Mute is the Voice, where winning Softneſs warm'd, 
Where Muſic melted, and where Wiſdom charm'd. 
And 
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And lively Wit, which decently confin'd, 

No Prude e' er thought impure, no Friend unkind. 
Cou'd modeſt Knowledge, fair, untrifling Youth, 
Perſuaſive Reaſon, and endearing Truth ; 

Cou'd Honour, ſhown in Friendſhips moſt refin'd, 
And Senſe that ſhields th attempted, virtuous Mind, 
The ſocial Temper, never known to Strife, 

The height'ning Graces, that embelliſh Life; 
Cou'd theſe have &er the Darts of Death defy d, 
Never——ah ! never had Melinda dy'd ! va 
Nor can ſhe die—ev'n now ſurvives her Name, 
Immortaliz'd * F 3 Love, an Fame 
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On a CHILD. 


Eculiar Bleſſings bear the ſhorteſt Date, 
And wond'rous Births early reſign to Fate; 
They" re made by Nature ef ſupecior Mould, 
Of too refin'd a Subſtance to grow old. 


SSELSSSSKSKESSSHSSLY 


An EPITAP H. 
E RE C5he lies, 
Whoſe once bright Eyes 
Set all the World on Fire; 
And not to be 
 Ungrateful, ſhe 


Did all the World admire, 
| E 2 
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Another. 


Irtue and Beauty here doth lie, 
Her Sex's ſole Epitome; 

They muſt have Muſic, all the Arts, 

Judgment to uſe, or want her Parts. 

When ſuch vaniſh, then what can fave 

The moſt Ingenious from the Grave. 
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Anot ber. "Nr 


E E how the Juſt, the Virtuous, and the Strong, 
The Beautiful, the Innocent, the Young, | 
Here in promiſcuous Duſt together lie, 
Reflect on this, depart, and learn to die. 
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TENURE ITT r ,n 


Epitaph on the Monument of the Mar- 
quis of Wincheſter : By Mr. Dryden. 


E who, in impious Times, undaunted ſtood, 
And, midſt Rebellion, durſt be juſt and good 3 

Whoſe Arms aſſerted, and whoſe Sufi rings more 
Confirm'd the Cauſe, for which he fought before, 
Reſts here rewarded by an Heavenly Prince, 
For what his Earthly could not recompence. 
Pray (Reader) that ſuch Times no more appear, 
Or, if they happen, learn true Honour here. 


Ark 
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Ark of thy Age's Faith and Loyalty, 
Which (to prelerve em) Heay*n-confin'd in Thee, 
Few Subjects could a King like thine deſerve, 
And fewer fuch a ing ſo well cou'd ſerve. 
Bleti King! bleſt Subject, whoſe exalted State 
By Suff' rings roſe, and gave the Law to Fate: 
Such Souls are rare, but mighty Patterns given 
To Earth, were meant for Ornaments to Heaven. 


Sanna ann 
Upon a Country Sexton. 


FE E RE lies old Sare, worn out with Care, 
Who Whilome told the Bell; 
Cou'd dig a Grave, or jet a Stave, 
And ſay Auen full well. 


For Sacred Song, he'd Hophins Tongue, 
And Sterubold's eke allo ; 

With Cough and Hem, he ſtood by them 
As iar's his Word would go. 


Th' Worms have loſt their good old Hoſt, 
Who them full often fed; | 
For he is gone, with Skin and Bone, 
To ſtarve *em now he's dead. 


Here, take his Spade, and uſe his Trade, 
Since he is out of Breath; 

Cover the Bones of him, who once 
Wrought Journey-work with Death. 


[33] 


Epitaph, by Ichn Dry den, Eſy; on 4 
gourg Lady's Tomb at Bath. 


Elow this Marble Monument is laid | 
All that Heav'n wants of this Celeſtial Maid 
Preſerve, O ſacred Tomb, thy Truſt conſign d, 

The Mould was made on Purpoſe for the Mind; 

And ſhe would looſe, if at the latter Day, 

One Atom could be mix d with other Clay; 

Such were the Features of her Heavenly Face, 

Her Limbs were form'd with ſuch harmonious Grace, 
So faultleſs was the Frame, as if the Whole 
Had been an Emanation of the Soul; 

Which her own inward Symmetry reveal'd, 

And like a Picture ſhone in Glaſs amell'd ; 

Or, like the Sun eclips'd with ſhaded Light, 

Too piercing elſe, to be ſuſtain'd by Sight. 

Each Thought was viſible that roll d within, 
As thro* a Chryſtal Caſe the figur'd Hours are ſeen: 
And Heav'n did this tranſparent Veil provide, 
Becauſe ſhe had no guilty Thought to hide. 

All White, a Virgin Saint, ſhe fought the Skies, 

For Marriage, tho? it ſullies not, it dies. 7 
High tho' her Wit, yet humble was her Mind, | 
As if ſhe cou'd not, or ſhe wou d not find, 
How much her Worth tranſcended all her Kind. 

Yet ſhe had learn'd ſo much of Heav'n below, 


That when arriv'd, ſhe ſcarce had more to know: 
But 
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Zut only to refreſh the former Hint, 

And read her Maker in a fairer Print. 

8⁰ pious, as ſhe had not Time to ſpare 

For human Thoughts, but was conſin d to Pray r. 
Vet in ſuch Charities ſhe paſs d the Day, WP 
*T'was wond'rous how ſhe found an Hour to pray. 
A Soul ſo calm, it knows no Ebbs, nor Flows, | 
Which Paſſion could not cure, nor diſcompoſe. 

A Female Softneſs, with a Manly Mind, = 
A Daughter dutiful, and a Siſter kind, | 
In Sickneſs patient, and in Death reſ:gn* d. 


- * 
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Anot ber. 


Hrough all the World thrives Villany and Woe, 
But Happineſs and I are lodg d below 3 _ _ 

My Hands hew'd out this Rock into a Cell, 

Where, free from Din of Life, I ſafely dwell ; 

On Jacob's Pillow nightly lay my Head, 

My Houſe now living, and my Grave when dead: 

Inſcribe upon it, when it turns my Tomb, 

J and dy d within my Mother's Womb. 


= 
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Epitaph on Dundee. 


Laſt and beſt of Scots ! who did'ſt maintain : 
Thy Country's Freedom, from a Foreign Reign z 

New People fill the Land, now thou art gone, 
New Gods the 'Temples, and new Kings the Throne, | 
Scotland and 'Thoa did in each other live, 
Thou wou'd'it not Her, nor cou'd She ſurvive : 
Farewel, who living did'ſt ſupport the State, 
And cou'd'ſt not fall, but witu tuy Country's Fate. a 
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A Whitechapple Eyiruph. 


* lies honeſt Sep hen, with Mary his Bride, k 
Who merrily liv'd, and as chearfully died; 

They laugh'd, and they lov d, and drank while they 

were able, 

But now they are forc'd to knock nnder the Table : 8 
This Marble, which formerly jerv'd em to drink on, 
Now covers their Bodies; a ſad I hing to think on þ 

So that do what we can to moiiten our Clay, 7 5 
Twill one Day be Aſhes, and moulder away. 


1 
1 
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Car} 
Epitaph on a Talkative old Maid, | 


Eneath this fGilent Stone is laid 
A noiſy, antiquated Maid, | 

Who, from her Cradle, talk'd till Death; 
And ne'er before was out of Breath: 
Whether ſhe's gone, we cannot tell, 
For, if ſhe talks not, ſhe's in Hell ; 
If ſhe's in Heaven, ſhe's there unbleſt, 1 
Becauſe ſhe hates a Place of Reſt. 


Sasa, 


In Memory of William Bird, aged 
tour Tears and a Half. | 


O NE charming Bird to Paradice is flown, 


Yet are we not of Comfort quite bereft, 
Since of this fair Brood is ſtill our own, 
And till to cheer our drooping Soul is left; 
This ſtays with us, whilſt that his Flight doth take, 
That Earth and Skies may one ſweet Concert make, 


F< 
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On Shakeſpear's Tomb. at Stratford 
pon Avon. 1 


N 


OO D Friend, for Foſs Sake, forbeaoer 
To dig the Duſt encloſed here: T7: 
Bleſſed be the Man that fpares theſe Stones, 

And curſed be he that moves my Bones. 


Under his BUST. 
IVDICIO PYLIVM, GENIO SOCRA- 
TEM, ARTE MARONEM, TERRA 


TEGIT, POPULUS MARIT, 
OLYMPVS HABET. 


81 AY, Paſſenger ; why go'ſt thou by fo faſt ? 
Read, if thou can'ſt, whom envious N has 
| e 

Within this Tomb; W e with whom 

Quick Nature died, a Nn. t Yorke” this 
"Tomb 
Far more than Coſt: Sith all that he hath writ 
Leaves living Art, but Page to 2 his wn 


Obiit Anno Done! 1616. 
ftatis 53, Die 2 ; 4. 
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The Beaux Dream. 


Dream'd, when buried by my Fellow Clay, © 
Cloſe by a common Beggar's Side I lay; 
At which ſo mean an Object ſhook my Pride, * 
And like a Corpſe of Conſequence I cry- d. 
Scoundrel, begone; and henceforth touch me not, 
More Manners learn, and at 2 Diſtance rot. | 
Scoundrel! then with a hadghty Tone, cry'd He! 
Proud Lump of Dutt, I ſcorn thy Words and Thee, 
We all are equal here, the Cauſe is Mine, 
This is my Rotting: Place, and That is Thine. 8 


Kr err Wees 


The COMP LAINT. 


0 Joy Lin cheſs ocacefu] Shades * find, - | 
Their Gloom adds Sorrow to my tortur'd Mind ; ; 
Their flow'ry Borders ſeem no longer ſweet, .- 

And the gay Birds in yain their Songs repeat. 
That Brook, which o'er the Peebles murmurs by, 
I with my Tears continually ſupply : * 
And when the ſparkling Stars I chance to ſee, | 
Ask, If there is not one a Friend to me ? 

But, cruel as they are, they all conſpire, 

To curſe my Being with a hopeleſs Fire; 

And doom me thus in Abſence to deplore 

The Loſs of every Joy I knew before; 
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For thus ſecluded from the Sight of Thee, 
The Univerie is alla Blank to me... 

Yet I with Patience will my Lot endure, 4 
Till Death to all my Grief ſhall bring a Cure: 
For in a Region far above the Skies, le FE 
A Realm of Joys, and endleſs Pleaſure lyes ; $4 ad 
Thoſe happy Climes my drooping Soul will chear, 
And yied rr Wes which is deny'd me here. 
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The Fudement of Apollo, on the Con- 
troverſy between Mr. Pope and Mr. 
Theobald. 


N Pope's Melodious Verſe, the Graces 250 
In Theobald is diſplay d ſagacious Toil; 

The Critick's Joy ſtill crowns his ſubtle 8 5 
While in Pope's Numbers Wit and Muſic flow : | | / - 
Theſe Bards, *(fo Fortune wills) were mortal Foes, 
And all Parnaſſus in their Quarrel roſe ; 
This the dire Cauſe of their unbounded Rage, 
Who beſt could blanch dark Shakeſpear”s blotted Page. 
Apollo heard, and weigh'd each Party's Plea, 
Then thus pronounc'd th* immutable Decree ; ' 
% Theobald, 'tis thine to ſhew what Shear writ } - 
** But Pope ſhall pur in Trey — . 


1 
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As EP I'CRAM 
OW vain, Sir Knight, is they affected Rage, 
That Thou aud Woolſey, in the ſelf ſame Page, 
Stand charg'd alike! — Th Cardinal, tis true, 
Had many publick Vices, ſo have you. 
But He had Virtue, as his Foes agree; 
Which thy Friends own, are wanting all in Thee. - 
Tho' proud, corrupt, ambitious, and ſevere, 
Still to the Muſe he lent a gracious Ear; 
Learned Himſelf, to Learning was a Friend, 
Himſelf adorn'd with Arts, did Arts extend. 
Whilft all thy Knowledge is confin'd to Gain, | 
To Funds and Stocks, and Bribes, thy n 8 
Bane; 4 
His Publick Spirit lives in Chrift Church N i 
Thy Charity begins, and ends, at Home. 


ann eee GASEOUS OEGAD. 


A 


To a Lady, on ber incomparable Poems, 


* 


& 


: 
| 
; 
N 
[ 
| 
| 
| 


HEN dreſsd in Laurel Wreaths you ſhine, : g 
And tune your ſoft melodious News” PEA? 
You ſeem a Siſter of the Nine, I 
Or Phæbus ſelf in Petticoats. r 


J fancy when your Song you ſing, 
You ſing your Song with. ſo much Art, 
| Your Pen was pluck'd from Capid's Wing, 
1 For, Oh! it wounds me like a Dart. 


[46] 


= Hog A EPILOGUE... 


a” 18 an Opinion that has ſtood the Teſt, TE” 
' Theſe many Ages, That ſhort Things are beſt; 
Wk for Example, ſhort "Taxes, ſhort War, 
In Wives ſhort Lives; ſhort Sermons, and mort Pray'rs: 
= In all good Things, Shortneſs more Good ſuppoſes, 
= Except ſhort Commons, and I think ſhort Noſes; 
1 Therefore, to prove you've one good Thing to Day, 
You've a ſhort Epilogue, to a ſhort Play. 5 
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A SONG, fing by Mr. Yarrow, in the 
the Chara@zr of Ser} Jeant Kite. f 


Ome boaſt of Al-xander, and ſome of Menke, } 
Of Hector and Ly/ander, and ſome ſuch Scrubs 
FD as theſe. | 
- But all the World acknowledges true Courage mot 
- appears, 
25 nn rub, Job, a We Briti j Granadien, 


. 
Tz 


Thoſe Scrubs that were calld Heroes, ne er knew 
a Cannon Ball, 
Nor knew the Force of Powder, to kill their F Og 


withal, 
Our braver Boys do ſhew it, and baniſh all their Fears, 


In rub, dub, dub —— We Brit; Granadiers. 


| Out-do all the Pretenders of this our Earthly Sphere 


Then let us fill a fall Glafs, and drink a Health to 


2 b k... . k.... K. k. k A kb k. Rr 


In pure Compaſſion to che Maiden eee 100 
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The God of Battle's pleas'd, Be/lara too doth ſmile, 
To ſee theſe mighty Heroes of this our\Brizz4 Ile 


Ig rub, dub, dub — We Britiß Granadiers. * 
, | | * F TS 4 N 
For when that we're commanded to ſtorm the Palli- 


ſadoes, 
Our Leaders march with Fuzees, and we with Hand 
Granadoes ; 
We toſs 'em from the Glacis about our Rnemica Ears, 
With rub, dub, dub We Brit; Granadiers, * 


Thoſe [Cloaths, 
Who wear the Caps and, Pouches, and Regimental 
May they and their Commanders live happy many 
Years, ö 
In rub, dub, dub and all their Granadiers, 


WI I. ECT * 


An Epilogue, made by a Gentlenian of 
Hereford, occaſſon d by meeting a Cum 
_ pany of Strolers onthe Road. 


Rom Hereford the Jovial Crew departed,” | 
Kings walk'd, on Foot, and Princeſſes * 
Carted: | 


That wanted but a Month of Lxing-In. 
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Thus on a Heap lay pil'd ; there the Brandy ede 
Here the Child. 
Great Montezuma hir'd an humble Hack, 

And He that graſp'd the World beſtrid a Pack: 
Great Oroonts ſrom his Privy Purſe, 

Cou'd not afford Imoinda poor à Horſe : 

Young Ammon, ſtaying late behind the reſt, 
Was in great Danger too of being preſt. 

But Faith it would have made the Greateſt laugh, 
To ſee the Truncheon knuckle to the Staff. 
Thus, on the Road, no more but common Men, 
Once got to Ludlow, then all Kings again. 


A A . f. ALLE SEES Er t fee Ae 
The CAUTION, 


IoOoliſh Women, fly Mens Charms, 
Fly their Cringing, fly their Arms; 
For ſhou'd you by Chance comply, 
Iis not they, but you mult die. 


Men with Pleaſure ſoon are cloy'd, 
And forſake you when enjoy'd ; 
Strive their winning Arts to ſhun, 

If you flight them, they're undone, 


When their Hearts you over- power, 
Be wiſely coy, 'till the bleſt Hour 

Of the Matrimonial Nooſe, 

Then falſe Men you may abuſe. 


[49] 


The Vanity of Riches, + 


Ould Gold immortalize a Man, 


Or ſtretch his Days beyond thee Span ; 


Cou'd it retain our parting Breath, 
Or blunt the pointed Sting of Death, 
I'd cringe, I'd write, I'd fawn, I'd pray, 
All Parties favour, all obey, 

To raiſe vaſt Treaſures of the precious Clay. 


But ſince theſe Toys, theſe glittering Baits, 
Theſe little Arts, theſe hateful Cheats; 


Since all their Stores will nought avail, 


When drooping Nature once does fail, 
Why all this Clutter, why this Pain ? 
Why all this Sweating Kill in vain? 

For great Preferments, and a gaudy Train. 


Death he the Bays, the Robe, the Gown, 


To lay their fading Honours down; 
Nor can their Bribes make him relent, 
Or their impending Fate prevent. 
Then ſince theſe mighty Men and I, 
'The Rich, the Poor, and all muſt die,. 


Why ſhould I heap up Wealth, 0 tell me why do 


* 


A 
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The DECLAIMER. 


Oman, thoughtleſs, giddy Creature, 
Laughing, idle, fluttering Thing ; 
Moſt fantaſtic Work of Nature, 
Still like Fancy on the Wing. 


Slave to every changing Paſſion, 
Loving, Hating, in Extream 

Fond of every fooliſh Faſhion, 
And, at beſt, a pleaſing Dream. 


Lovely Trifle ! dear Tllufion ! 

Conquering Weakneſs ! wiſh'd for Pain 
Man's chief Glory and Confuſion, 
Of all Vanity moſt vain, 

Thus deriding Beauty's Pow'r, 

Bevil call'd it all a Cheat: 


But in leſs than Half an Hour, 
Kneel'd and whin'd at Cælia's Feet. 


A 1 reer, 


To a 1, oung Lady weeping, 


Ehold the skilful Artiſt's Hand X 
Controul our Paſſions at Command; 
And with a ſingle Note impart 
Or Pain, or Pleaſure to the Heart. 
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BR 
Or, what e' en Contradiction ſeems, 
Blend and unite theſe two Extremes; 
And, by a fadly pleaſing Strain, 
Gives us, at once, both Joy and Pain, 


Thus while with Tears, o'erflow thine Eyes, 
Whi'e that dear Boſom heaves with Sighs ; 
Between two different Paſſions toſt, 

I know not which controuls me moſt. 


Who ſees that Face in Grief, appear, 
Nor drops a ſympathetick Tear 
Yet till our Joys juſt Balance keep, 
Bleſs'd in thy Preſence, who can weep, 


88 8 8 8 8 N N 88 88 
The Paſſionate Lover. 
DUILL 15, talk-no more of Paſſion, 


1 Words alone want Power to move; 
She that flies a fair Occaſion, 


Never ſhould pretend to love. 


Honour, which ſo oft you boaſt on, 
Love poſſeſſing once your Mind, 

Only is a vain Pretenſion, 

Women uſe who won't be kind, 


8 2 
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Te CX L IA, dreſt as 4 Bear. 


A L 74, thou Faireſt of the Fair, 4 
Thoſe Eyes ſuch pointed Arrows bear, | 
To dart Defiance round: | 
Thus to go arm'd in you is yain, 
Whoſe very Frown, or cold Diſdain, 
Can kill without ; a Wound. | 


Then be not, Cælia, thus diſgrac'd, 
Let Swords on fitter Limbs be phac'd ; 
From ſuch rough Arts defi *. 
Unarmed you can conquer more, 
Nor can great Mars, with all his Pow'r, 
. Your naked e reſiſt. 
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The Pleaſanmeſs of May, deferit'd by 
Mr. Dryden. | 


O R: thee, ſweet” Month, the Groves, green 
Liv'ries wear, 

If not the firſt, the faireſt of the Lear; 
For thee the Graces lead the dancing Hours, 170. 
And Nature” ready Pencil paints the Flowers; 3 
The ſprightly May commands our Vouth to keep, 
The Vigils of her Night, and breaks their Sleep. 
Each gentle Breaſt with kindly Warmth ſhe moves, 
Inſpires new Flames, tvixes extinguiſh'd Love. 
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An Excuſe for matching a. Kiſs. -1. 


B E L IN DA, ſee from yonder Flowers, 
The Bee flies loaded to his Cell ; 
Can you perceive what it deyours, - . 
Are they impair'd in Shew or Smell? 


So, tho' I rob'd you of a Kiſs, 
Sweeter than their ambroſial Dew, 

Why are you angry at my Bliſs, | 
Has it at all impoveriſt'd you! 


Tis by this Cunning I contrive, _ | 
In Spite of your unkind Reſerve, 

To keep my famiſh'd Love alive, 
Which you inhumanly wou'd ſtarve. 
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A Hue and Cry after a Stray Lover. 


Oble, Generous, Great and Good, 
But never to be underſtood: ; 

Fickle as the Wind, ſtill changing, 2s 
After every Female ranging: | 
Panting, trembling, ſighing, dying, n 
But adicted much to Lying; 

When the Sren's Songs repeats, 

Equal Meaſures Kill it beats; 
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Who'er ſhall wear it, it will ſmart her, 
And whoe'er takes it, takes a Tartar. 


An Inconftant "Man, deſcribd by © 
| Mr. Dryden. | 


Man ſo various, that he ſeem'd to be 

Not one, but all Mankind's Epitome ; 

Stiff in Opinion, always in the Wrong. 

Was every Thing by Starts, and nothing long ; 

But in the Courſe of one revolving Moon, 

Was Chymiſt, Fidler, Stateſman and Buffoon : | 

Then all for Women, Painting, Rhiming, Drinking, 

Beſides ten Thouſand Freaks, that dy' d in Thinking. 
Bleſt Madman] who could every Hour employ 

In ſomething new, to wiſh, or to enjoy.- 

In ſquand'ring Wealth was his peculiar Art, 

And nothing unrewarded went, except Deſert. 


32442544544 2888368 
” Prologne deſign'd to be ſpoke. 
G of old pert Prologues led che Way, 

| To guide, defend, and uſher in the Play ; 


As powder'd Footmen run before the Coach, 
And thunder at the Door my Lord's Approach ; 
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But tho' they ſpeak their Entertainments near, 
Moſt Prologues ſpeed like other Bills of Fate z 
Seldom the Languid Stomachs they excite, 

And oftner pall than pleaſe the Appetite, - . - -_ 
As for the Play tis hardly worth your Care, 
This Prologue craves your Mercy for the Play'r; 
That is, your Money, for, by Jove I ſwear, 
White Gloves and Lodging are confounded dear, 
So here are none but F riends, the Truth to own, 
Haſp'd in a Coach our Company came down; 
But I moſt ſhrewdly fear we mult depart, 
In our own old Original, a — Cart. 

With Pride inverted, and Fantaſtick Power, 
We ſtrut the Fancied Monarchs of an Hour. 
While Duns, our Emperors and Heroes fear, 

And Cleomenes ſtarves in earneſt here. Fel 
The mightieſt Kings and Queens we keep, in Pay, 
Support their Pomp on Eighteen Pence a Day, 
Great Cyrus, for a Dram, has pawn'd his Coat, 


% 
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And all our Ce/ars can't command one Groat, _ ,. 
Our Scipio's, Hannibals, and Pompey's break | 
And Cleopatra ſhifts but once a Week. , , , .. . 


To aggravate the Caſe, we have not one, 

Of all the new Refinements of the Town : 

No moving Statues, no lewd Harlequins, ' © 

No Paſtboard Play'rs, no Heroes in Machines. 

No Roſinto flaſh Light'ning, —*twou'd exhauſt us, J 

To buy a Devil, Peas — 1 ** 
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[56] 
No Windmills, Dragons, Millers, Conjurers, 
To exerciſe your Eyes, and ſpare your Ears. 


No Paper Seas, no Thunder from the Skies, 


No Witches to deſcend, no Stage to riſe. 

Scarce one for us the Actors. We can ſet 
Nothing before you, but plath Senſe and Wit ; 

A bare downright old Eng/;þ Feaſt, 

Such as True Britons only can digeſt ; 

Such as your Homely Father us'd to love, 

Who only came to hear, and to improve ; 

Humble Content, and pleas'd with what was dreſt, 
When Otwway, Lee, and Shakeſpear rang'd the Feaſt. 
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The Gold and Hot Waters 1 the Bath, 
y the D. of W 


Eeking I came out of my Mother's Womb, 
Into an ample, large, and ſpacious Room, 


| Where view'd by Hundreds, each ſtanding amaz'd, 


At my ſtrange Birth, and how my Race was rais'd. 
For Feet and Hands, nay ev'n Stumps, I've none, 
Yet when they ope the Door, away I run: 

Ladies eſteem and put me to their Lip, 

And hug me cloſe, for Fear that I ſhould ſlip : 
Now, Ladies, gueſs, and ſay what ] can be, 

That the Fair Ones love, and the Naked viſit me. 


CES) 
..4RIDDLE.. 


HAT is the Difference between a Nige-Tip 
now and a Woman' $ Brealt ? e 


SOLUTION. 


HE One may affect a Man's Noddle, 
The Other his Heart ; 
But on profounder Contemplation, 
I do conceive th' Interpretation 
Of your hard Bowl, and tender Breaſt, 
To be more amply thus expreſt: 
To raiſe a Middle Pin, the Breaſt is known, 
The Bowl, a Middle Pin to tumble down. 
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the D. of B d * remained with 
the D. of Lo- . 
H Us Adam went, when from the Garden wi 
ven, 
And thus diſputed Orders ſent from Heav'n ; | 
Like him I go, but to depart am loath, | A 
Like him I go, for Angels drive us both, | , * 


Harg was his Fate ; but mine was more unkind, 
His Eve went with him, but mine ſtaid behind, 
H 


„ on bis bein 
turn'd out of Kenſington Gardens, F 
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By John G—y, Eq, 


S in the Cool of early Day, 

A Poet ſought the Sweets of May ; 
The Gardens fragrant Breath aſcends, 
And every Stalk with Odour bends. 

A Roſe he pluck'd, he gaz'd, admir'd, 
Thus finging as the Muſe inſpir'd. 


O Roſe! my Chloe's Boſom grace, 
How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſupply that envy'd Place, 
With never fading Love. 
There, Phenix like, beneath her Eye, 
Involy'd in Fragrance burn and die. 


Know, hapleſs Flower, if thou ſhalt find 
More fragrant Roſes there, 

I ſee thy wither'd Head reclin'd 
With Envy and Deſpair. 

One common Fate we both muſt prove, 

You die with Envy, I with Love. 


a Gn ke hehe ph oe ebe hben hehe 4 


On PLEASURE. 


HE unico Scene of aged Mountains, 

Smiling Vallies, murmuring Fountains 3 
Lambs in Flow'ry Paſtures bleating, * 1494-0 
Eccho our Complaints repeating. 


Ef IS SS WH .0oQ of © WW 
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11 
Bees with buſy Sounds delighting, 
Groves to gentle Sleep inviting; 
Whiſpering Winds, the Poplars courting, - 
Swains in Ruſtic Circles ſporting : 
Birds in cheartul Notes expreſſing, 
Nature's Bounty, and their Bleſſing: 
Theie afford a laiting Pleaſure, 
Without Guilt, and without Meaſure. 
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On the Marriage of an Old Maid. 
* LO E, a Coquet in her Prime, 
The vaineſt, fickleſt Thing alive, 
Behold the ſtrange Effects of Time, 
Marries and doats at Forty- five. 


Thus Weather- Cocks, who for a while, 
Have turn'd about with ev'ry Blaſt; 
Grown old, and deſtitute of Oil, 
Ruſt to a Point, and fix at laſt, 
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ODE on Solitude, by Mr. Pope. 


H“ the Man, whoſe Wiſh and Care 
A few paternal Acres bound, 
Content to breathe his native Air 
In his own Ground. 


. 
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Whoſe Herds with Milk, whoſe Fields with Bread, 
Whoſe Flocks ſupply him with Attire, 

Whoſe Trees in Summer yield him Shade, 

In Winter Fire. 


Bleſt who can unconcern'dly find 

Hours, Days, and Years ſlide ſwift away, 
In Health of Body, Peace of Mind, 
Quiet by Day: 


Sound Sleep by Night, Study and Eaſe 


, ö Together mix'd ; ſweet Recreation 2 
; N And — | which moſt does pleaſe, 

4 "With Meditation. 3 

[ 

4 Thus let me lid: kd; ie ft 

4 Thus unlamented let me dim 173 
1 Steal from the World, and not a Stone 


Tell where I lie. 
8 KY 


55 a : Perſon of Quality. 


OSME L 14's Charms 1 1 
Who fair in Nature's Scorn, ot o jd 
Blooms in the Winter of her Days + + | 


” 


Like Glaſenbury Thorn 


611 


Coſmelia's cruel at Fourſcore, 

As Bards in Tragick Plays; | 
Four Adis of Life paſs guiltleſs o'er, 
But in the Fifth the ſlays. 4 


If e' er impatient for the Bliſs, 
Within her Arms I fall; 

The plaiſter'd Fair returns the Kaſs 
Like Thifbe, thro! a Wall. 


COT OT LL sass 


Spoke by che E. of Rocheſter, extem- 
pore, to 4 Pariſh Clerk, 


oy robe and Hopkins had great Qualms, 
When they tranſlated David's Pſalms, 
To make the Heart full glad 
Now, had it been poor David's Fate, 
To hear Thee ſing, and Them tranſlate, 
By Jove, it had made Him mad. 


dd Raad 


ine to Lisbon, by rhe. ſame Hand. 


ERE's a Health to — 
Our Sovereign's Mate, 
Of the Royal Houſe of Libor, -- 
The D——!1 take Hide, 
And the Biſhop beſidl e, 
That made Her Bone His Bone. 


F 


| 
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Epigram on 4 Golden Medal. 


UR Guard upon the Royal Side, 

On the Reverſe our Beauty's Pride g 
Here we diſcern the Frown'and Smile, 
The Force and Glory of our Iſle: 
In the rich Medal, both ſo like 
Immortals ſtand, it ſeems antique, 
Carv'd by ſome Maſter, when the cold 
Greeks made their Jove deicend in Gold, 
And Daxae wond'ring at that Shower, 
Which falling, {torn d their Brazen Tower. 
Britannia there, the Fort in vain, | 
Had batter'd been with Golden Rain; 
Thunder itſelf had fail'd to paſs; 
Virtue's a ſtronger Guard than Braſs. 


e e tot fy rern too 
Epitaph on @ Gentleman and bis Son. 


HIS peaceful Tomb does now contain 
Father and Son together laid : 
Whoſe living Virtues ſhall remain 
When they and this are quite decay: d. 


What Man cou'd be to Ripeneſs grown, | 
And finiſh'd Worth cou'd do, or ſhun, 

At full was in the Father ſhown, , 
What Youth cou'd promiſe in the'Son; - 


l 631 


But Death obdurate both deſtroy'd, 
The perfect Fruit, and opening Bud: 
Firſt ſeiz'd theſe $weets we had enjoy d, 
Then robb'd us of the coming Good. 


NN e e Wo e eee 


Ou Sir Francis Drake. 
Here Drake firſt found, there laſt he loſt bis 


| Fame, 
And for his Tomb left nothing but his Name; 
His Body's buried under ſome great Wave, 
The Sea that was his Glory, is his Grave : 
Of him no Man true Epitaph can make, 
For who can ſay, Here lies Sir Francis Drake p 
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PHIL IP's Reſolurion.” 


4. 


They hope no more to gain: 


But you not only that deſire, ule 
But like the Power to reign. * 
Think how unjuſt a Suit you make,, 001 6 


Then you will ſoon decline; Nan bah 


Your Freedom, when you pleaſe; _—_ tale, Hot 1A 


— pF 4 
Bout treſpaſs not on mine. | | 7 (A109 1 JS! 1%, 


HEN Slaves their Liberty require, gk 


(64 ] 


No more in vain, Alcender crave, 


I n&er will grant the Thing, AN Mgt us 
That He, who once has been my Slave, 
Should ever be my King. 
$>ÞÞ vHÞ>bÞÞ 0 
4 S ON G. 


OU Surgeons of London, who puzzle your pates, 
To ride in your Coaches, and purchaſe Eſtates; 
Give over for Shame, for your Pride has a Fall, 
And ws Doctreſs of has out- done you all. 


Derry down, &c. 


What Sonifies n or going to School, 

When a Woman can do, without Reaſon or Rule; 
| Who puts you to a Men plus, and baffles your Art, 

For Petticoat Practice has now got the Start. 

| a * Derry dotun, &c. 


In Phyſick, as well as in Faſhions, we find, 
The Neweſt has always its Run with Mankind; 
Forgot is the Buſtle about Taylor and Ward, _© 
Now n $ all the Cry, and her Fame's on Record. 
Derry down, &c. 


Dame Nature has given her a Doctor's Degree, 

She gets all the Patients, and pockets the Fee; 

So if you don't inſtantly: prove her a Cheat, 

She'll lo loll in her Chariot, whillt vou walk the Street. 
Derry down, &c. 


4 65 J 


On Ben. Ions s 300. with the But- 
tons on the wrong Side. 


Rare Ben. Fobnſon ö what a Turn- coat grown? 
Thou ne'er were ſuch till thou was clad in Stone; 
When Time thy Coat, thy. only Coat impairs, 
Thoul't find a Patron in an Hundred Years ; 
Let not then this Miſtake diſturb thy Sp rit, 
Another A ge ſhall ſer thy Buttons 4 


S828 3 88/8488 
In Memory of Capt. Thomas Chevers. 


R e e a conn, 

And how uncertain is the Life of Man 
Here lie the Huſband, Wife, and Child, by Death, 
All Three, in five Days Time, depriv'd of Breath. 
The Child dies firft, the Mother on the Morrow 
Follows ; and then the Father dies with Sorrow. 

A Cæſar falls by many Wounds, well may | 


Two Stabe at Heart the touteſt Captain lay, | 
2822 42.464 28 


in Memory of John Wight. 


Eader, thou may'ft forbear to put thine Eyes | 
> To Charge for Tears, to mourn theſe Obiequies ; 
I | I | Suck 


[ 66 ] 
Such charitable Drops wou'd beſt be giv'n 
To thoſe who late or never come to Heav'n. 
But here you would, by weeping on this Duſt, 
Allay his Happineſs with thy Miſtruſt:;: 
Whoſe pious Cloſing of his youthful Years, 
Deſerves thy Imitation, not thy Tes. 


See 4. 
In Memory of Mary Angel. 


* ſay an Angel here doth lye, , 
May be thought ſtrange, -. | 
For Angels never die; 
Indeed ſome fell from Heay'n to Hell, e 
Are loſt, and riſe no more; 2 | 
This only fell by Death, and riſe to Earth, 
Not loſt, but gone before.. 
Her Duſt lodg'd here, 
Her Soul perfe& in Grace, 
*Mongft Saints and Angels 
Hath took i Its Place. 
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On John Roſe, late Chief Gardener 7 
King +, - þ 1 _ 


N Earth He truly liv'd old Adam's Heir, 

In tilling it with ſweating Pains and Care: 

And, by God's Blefling, ſuch Increaſe did find. 
As ſery'd to pleaſe his gracious Maſter's Mind; 


LA 
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[67] 
Till from thoſe Royal Gardens he did riſe, 
Tranſlated to the by" FE ** 


rer x se — 
Epitaph on 4 Man and bis Wife. 


S Batchellor ! if you have Wit. 
A Wonder to behold; 

Husband and Wife, in one dark Pit, 
Lie ſtill, and never ſcold, 

Tread ſoftly tho', for Fear ſſe wakes — 4 
Hark, ſhe begins already : * 5:7 
You've hurt my Head —— my Shoulders ake — 

Theſe Sots can neer move ſteady. 
Ah Friend! With happy Freedom bleſt, 
See how my Hope's miſcarry*d ; 
Not Death itſelf can give you Reſt, 
Unleſs you die Ferre 


| abb SIA b. b f. b b EEE 
An EPITAP H. 
A True Diſſenter here does lie {47 


He ne'er with any, or Himſelf, agreed; 


But rather than want Suhjects to his Spite, | 
 Wov'd, Snake like, turn, and his own Tail wou'd bite, 
Sometimes, tis true, he took the faſter Side, | 


But when he came by Sufferings to be try'd, \ 


The S ſoon betray'd his Fear and Pride. 


n zi 9 Thence, 
| / 


| L 68. } 

Thence, Settle like, He to Recanting fell, 
Of all He wrote, or fancied to be well; 
Thus purg'd from Good, and thus prepar'd for Evil, 
He fac'd to Rome, and march'd of oy Devil * 5 


as οοαννννννον,ννj 
Epitaph: by Shakeſpear, 


| . 
T* in the Hundred, b 
Lies here . 
"Tis an Hundred to Ten, METAL Lit | 
That his Soul is, not aud: | 


If any one asks who lies i in this Tomb, 
©, ho! Quoth Nev, tis my Zohbn 0 Comb, 


ON ETar GT I br cke ITO 2 


On Two Twin Siſters, who died at the 
:- ſame Time, and buried in one Grave. 


AIR. Marble, tell to future Days, 
That here two Virgin Sifters lie, 
Whoſe Life employ'd each Tongue in Praiſe, \] 
Whoſe Death gave Tears to every Eye: 
In Stature, Beauty, Vears and Fame,, . 
Together as they grew they ſhone ; 
So much alike, ſo much the ſame, 
That Death, miſtook em both for one. 
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4 EP IT AA 
Ic Jace Plus, 1 non of Hic, n 4 
Plus & 72 u St 
Elle d. . 


2 len More, no more is He, Fey 
More and no more, how can that be ? 


2 ofoioiotototototototofo7's fo, 21 aa 
Coleman's Epitaph, 


i Heay'n be pleasd mais fade K* 
If Hell be pleas'd when Souls are damn'd therein 3 
If Earth be pleas'd when tis rid of a Knave, 8 
Then all are pleas d, for Coleman's in his Grave. _ ' 


. Kft. b.; f. .. U A E E. fr E. Exits . 
On Miſs Fenton, on ber playing Folly 


HILE Polly charms the preſent Ape, 
And Venus Train the Fair furrounds 3 
Autumnal O/dfeld broils with Rage, 
And rugged Porter grimly frowuns. 
To the ſoft Flute Booth trips in vain, WE 
Nor longer draws the applauding Throng, * ” | 
Even pretty Tounger's Comic Strain, Y =_ 
1 
| 


Yields with the Reſt to Po/ly's Song. 


70 1 


Te Sixth Night; 
7H EN the pack'd Audience from thajs Poll 


| retir d, | 
And Falius in a gen'ral ] Hiſs expir'd ; _ Bes cel 
Sage Booth to Cibber cry d, Compute our Gains, = 
Theſe Dogs of Egypr, and their Dowdy Queens, > 
But ill requite thele Habits and thoſe Scenes. * 
To rob Cornelllł for ſuch a motly Piece, 

His Geeſe were Swans, but, Z—— ds, 

Thy Swans are Geeſe — 

Rubbing his firm in vulnerable Brow, 

The Bard reply'd, 'the Criticks muſt allow, 
"Twas ne er in Ce/er's Deſtiny to run: 
Mili, bow d, and bleſs'd the gay pacißck Pun. 
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The Mad DOG. 


W H E N once too potent Fleſh and Blood, 

Gain Empire o'er frail Woman's Soul 1 
What Confeſſor can do her Good | 
What / Art the dear Piſeaſe controul | goto 
Soon as her Fancy learns to ftray, 
Where Love's ſoft Extacy invites, 8 
Back ſhe hut ſeldom finds her way, | EE 
Or wants Excuſe for what delights, _ 
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By Mr. E. D. Extempore. 


71 TH Celia's Yorks. while wanton ae 

play, - 

pleasd with the cooling Breeze, the Nymph i is gay "y 

Bar'd by the Winds, her beauteous Neck inſpires,” +7 

My burning Breaſt with Love's tumultuous Fires 
From the ſame Cauſe, the Effects ſhou'd be the ſame, 

Why then is Celia cool, and 1 on Flame? 


8 
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An Epigram on the 1 Len 
, Queen Elizabeth and 3 


Anne. 


URE Heav'n's unerring Voice de e a 5 
The faireſt Sex ſhou'd Europe's Ballance hold; 
As great E/iza's Force once humbled Spain, 
So France now ſtoops to Anne's ſuperior Reign: 


Thus, tho? proud Jove with Thunder fills the Sky) 
Yet in Afrea's Hand the fatal Scale does lie. 


N. LY 


On ſetting up Mr. Butler's A b 
in Weſtminſter- Abbey. 0 eil lor 


2X24 23088! 10 
ile Butler, needy Wretch ! 1 was ſtill Hive, 


No gen'rous Patren wou'd a Dinner give ; 


1721 
See him, when ſtarv'd to Death, and turn'd to Duſt, 
Preſented with a Monumental Buſt | | N TS 
The Poet's Fate is here in Emblem non, | 
"He aak d for Bread, and he receiv'd a Stone. 0 


mee, 


RIES Cala to a Reverend Dean, Non 
What Reaſon can be given, 
Since Marriage is a holy Thing, 


That there is none in Heav'n? 


There are-no Women, he reply'd ; 
She quick return'd the Jeſt ; 

Women there are, but, I'm . 
You * „ | 
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- On Tom Durſey. 


E R E lies the Lyric, who with Tale and ht 

Did Life to Threeſcore Years and Ten prolong ; 
His Tale was pleaſant, and his Song was ſweet, | 
His Heart was cheerful—but his Thirſt was greaf : 
Grieve, Reader, grieve! that he, too ſoon grown old, 
His Song has ended, and his Tale has told. 
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On John Sprong, Aa fer- Can enter 70 
the late Lord Chancellor. K LN G. 


at Oakham in Surry, e 
Nov. 17. 1736, aged 60, 


F L LD by Death's ſurer Hatcher,” Ne foe 
Sprong, , 

Who many a ſturdy Oak has Jaid Along ; 

Poſts oft he made, yet ne'er a Place could r. * 

And liv'd by Railing, tho he was no Wit: n * 

Old Saws hie had, altho' no Antiquarian, | 

And Stiles corrected, yet was no Grammarian z . 

Long liv'd he Oatham's premier Architect, 

And, laſting as his Fame, a Tomb to erect. 

In vaih we ſeek an Artiſt ſuch as he, 

Where Pales and Gates were from Eternity; 

$0 here he reſts from all Life's Toils and Follies, 

© \pare, kind Heav'n, his Fellow-labour'r * TRY 


— 
TY 


iS 1 
* Bricklayer"to his Lordhip. ** N 
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An Epilogue ſpoken by Miſs Robinſbi 


W TH grateful, humble Heart (devoid of F 2 
I'm come to'own my Debt of Duty here; 
For my poor Merit never can repay 
Your generous Favours on this Annual wok 1 
K 


1 
— 
— 2 


t 74 ] 

The Great! the Good! make Inſant Worth thei 

Care, . WW 
(For blooming Merit muſt be nouriſh hn, 
Preſery'd by you! a young Performer's Aint; b 
May with the Foremoſt vie, and riſe to Fame: 
So tender Plants the Artift's Care demand. 
And grow, ſupported by his friendly Hand. 2 
May this bright Circle ſtill aſſert my Cauſe, 
Smiles, from fair Judges, is refin'd Applauſe; 
Fir'd with ſuck Praiſe my Soul elated ſprings, 
And rhounts exulting, on Ambition's Wings! 
My daring Heart ! no trifling Fears alarm, 
I would like O/dfel# act, like Olifeli charm 1 , 
But ſince I want her Height, her graceful Arts, 
In the ſoft Dance——T'll ſwim into your os | 
There would I live; thus ever honour'd there, 
And to deſerve— ſhall be 125 TE Care. 
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Upon Colley Cib— r, E 


A* ! hah I Sir Cell, is that the ways A 
Thy own dull Praiſe to write * © © 
And would'ſt thou ſtand ſo ſure a Lay 2 
No! that's too ſtale a Bite. | 


Nature and Art in thes combine. Hut A Beil 
Tur T alents here excel: bolt | 


To play the Cheat fo — 


1751 


- 


Who ſces thee i in * Part, 218) 
But thinks thee ſuch a Rogue, MM gy monia ti 
And is not glad;' with-all his Heart, 15 42918149 
Ü 1910 1 243 file well 
When Bays thou play lt. thy ſelf den an 
For that by Nature fit, © _ 
No Blockhead better ſuits the 3 18 


Than ſuch a Coxcomb Wit. 


In Mrong hend too, hy Braink we fees” not bag 
Who might do well at Plough z © OO 
A Oe 


As for d Laue thou: UT een . 
ba (3, 3C1 GR 
Bring thy, proteſted Verſe to Seen een 
(3nd try it on the Stage: Ebb hall 
Laws will it make much better Sor, 
And ſet the Town in Rage. 22 A. en 
_— Beaux, and Wits, and Cits, gud Sars, | 
(Where Hiſſing's not-uncivil} © = . 
Will ſhew their Parts, to thy Deſerts, A 
And fend it to the Der il. 


But, oh! in vain”gainſt thee ye write a b 
In vain thy Verſe we maul, | | 
Our ſharpeſt Satyr's thy Delight, . 3; tne wt 
For, Blood] thou'It ſtand. chem all! w_ 
* Ffilogue to the Nonjaror, g/L} A 
118. ONq 3&0 5 313 T6496 21 
K 280! 93.9 I" 


. 
Thunder, 'tis ſaid, the Laurel "I 


Nought but thy Brow could blaſt iti, 
And yet! O curs'd, provoking Stars ! 


24.4.4 Pe Ws ye 45 pen 2 52 + * bd Fe 
Os ; a Lady i in Mourning: | 
HUS fob the Abs, whole Heads are 8860 | 


| with Snow, 

Foil d by the dusky Clouds that ſhade its Brow $Y.-:19 
Thus artful Limners ſhew the picturid Strife, 
When Light and Shade do give the Canvas Life : 
Thus gloomy Jet, which palifh'd Iv'ry ſthows,' 
And leafy Shades produce the bluſhing Roſe; 

Thus ſparkling Jewels darkſome Caskets ſhroud, © 
And thus-—— the Sun peeps; Out beneath a Cloud; 
Belinda thus, when ſhe in Black nn 
Seems better'd by the ſable Garb ſhe wears. 


A ess capee⁰ͥe 


Complaint gin TI M E. 
| þ envious Time, will you . ſo TY ? 


e 


Haſte; b 7 
When I'm with her, then Hours but Ming ary | 
But when from her, then ev'ry Hour's a Year ;' 
You have no Rule, you never equal go, 
But always are too faſt, or too {low. 


151 
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On ſeeing Cyathia at ce 


URE Heay' n will be propitious to bur ou 
When Angels join with us to offer, theirs; 


Kauen Jove will lend a lil ning Far, * n K. 
When Cyntbia does become Petitioner: L 
The Words ſhe utters reach above the Skies + 


And calms the Rage of angry Deities A 
When beauteous Charms are with Devotion joint *R 
The Gods relent, and prove no more unkind ; "Y * 
They with the Offering delighted are, e 
When tis preſented by a Hand ſo fair 7 * | | = Y 
Nor will reject our humble Sacrifice, Ga a, 
While ſugh us Ange at the NI Urs. 


bs 117 3148 12280 
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The VIS J — 4 [kT <a 
Went to ſee my Dear, but the - 2 * LM 


No ſooner ſaw my Face, 
Than in Diſdaſn ſhe turn d away, OY 
And left me in amaze. Honig) 

5 . MOSS, gate 4:8 ff 


I follow'd, ed her what _ wy e | 
The Cauſe ſhe us d me fo 3 0 Sd 7 2 
She loak'd upon me ſullenl p: 5 
Aud, pout.ng, bid me ga. 42/399 17914-4208 299 
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Pox take your jilting Tricks, ſaid I, 
Have T this Scory deſery'd 2 dd 
Have I done ovght ? If not, then why iT EY 
Am I thy baſely fery'd ?. | 8 


All in a Rage, 1 cursd and ſwore, | 
To turn my Love to Hate, 
Reſolv'd that I wou'd never more ; | 
Come near the baſe . e 


Achat he caſt a tempting Smile, 
And fhew'd me ſuch new . 

1 ſtood to think upon't a 2 While, XJ 
Then fled into her Arms. v Vs Wu of fu 


_— aa 202652528 


To 4 Lady on ber Parrot. TY 


* EN Nymphs w were e coy, and. ; Pak could not 
; prevail, 

The Gods, diſguis d, were ſeldom known to fail: 

Leda was chaſte, but yet a feather d Four”. * 

Suprisd the Fair, and taught her how to love: | 
There's no Celeſtial but his Heav'n would quit, 

For any Form which might to thee admit. 

See how the wanton Bird, at every Glance, + | 
Swells his glad plumes, ad fk an amor Tru 

| The Queen of Beauty has forſook tear 4 "3.09 
| Hencpforth Parrot be the Bird-of Love. 11 
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The Agreeuble pre fer“ 2 te N 


Eauty to th* Agreeable muſt give" way,” I 
Experience ſhews it every Daß 

The Agreeable inſenſibly delights, , _ 8 
And conſtantly; the other but by Flights: : or * 
The Force of Beauty oſten Man withſtands, 
The Agreeable ſurprizingly commands. 
Were I with a deſcribing Talent bleſod, 
Th Agro cou'd not then be W e 
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e ADYFICE. 


N N 2 
| As 
2 . Sales, whoſe Hearts are — 17 
From Love's imperial Chain 
Take Warning, and be taught by ws 
7 5 avoid the enc hanting Plain. LAH 7 
r \8 / 
Fatal the Wolves to trembling locke T 
Fierce Winds to Bloſſoms prove, 8804 
To careleſs Seamen hidden Rocks, ' Fergus 
. To n Wenn wo 12133919.) on 2'owtT 
; TR f, 107 


Fly the Fair Sox, if Bliſs who 1 i worll 302 
The Snake's beneath the Flower z „ö; 
Who ever gaz d on be we 1 e 91 I 
That taſted Qgict moren 110g "HH 
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How faithleſs is the Lover's Joy! 
How conſtant is his Cate! 

The Kind, with Falſhood, to deſtroy, 
The Cruel, with Vesper. 
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Adaref#d'"'to" 4 Lid, who Was bis 
Miſtreſs. 
EAR Life, dear Angel, your too charming 
Dear, | ; 
You call me, Words too ſweet to be ſincere 3 mT, 
ctions do far the fairelt Words exceed, 1 


To thrive, we muſt not on a Shadow feed ; 
Continue chaſte, ſubmiſlive to my W ill, 


J cannot hen of you think any III; - 
Actions will ſhew your Heart and Tongue agree, 
In loving only, and incerely, Me. BI db 
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The Way 10 be ſucceſsful in our Love 


to Women. 


HO wou'd, in Love to Women, gain his Point, 
Muſt not be ſlack, but quickly full upon't 0 
The firſt Impreſſions he muſt ſtrictly heed, YT 
Which in their Hearts ſtrike deepeſt; nor indeed f 
Muſt he allow them any Time to think; 
That would ſpoil all, and ma ke his Cauſe to ank: 


[81] 


Great's their Vivacity, their Foreſight ſhort, + 
Beſt then to nick them, and not long to court: 25 
Let the firſt Hurry of their Paſſions 8% i... + 
The Lover will be baulk'd, and nothing do. 


1 


1 
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Cb. the flyeſt Rogue alive, 
One Day was plundering of a Hive; 
But as, with a too eager Haſte, ph : 
He ſtrove the liquid Sweets to taſte, 

A Bee ſurpriz d the heodlefs Boy, 

Prick'd him, and daſh'd th' expected Joy: 

Th' Urchin, when he felt the Smart 

Of th' envenom'd, angry Dart, | 

He kick'd, he flung, he ſpurn'd the Ground, 
He blow'd, and then he chaff d the Wound 3 
He blow'd, and chaff'd the Wound in vain, 

The Rubbing Kill encreas'd the Pain: 
Straight to his Mother's Lap he flies, 

With ſwol'n Cheeks, and blubber'd Eyes. 
Cries ſhe, What does my Cupid ail? 

When thus he told his mournful N. 


A little Bird, they call'd a Bee, V = 
1 


* 


With yellow Wings, ſee, Mother! ſee ! M 

How it has gor'd, and wounded me. 

And are not you, reply'd the Mother. ah it 411d vi 

For all the N Joſt ſuch another? | 1. N 
70 210 23981 bas n Hot blu cen 
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Juſt ſuch another angry Thing, 

Like in Bulk, and like in Sting ; 

For when you aim your pointed Dart, 

At ſome poor unwary Heart, 

How little is the Archer found, | 
And yet how wide, how deep the Wound ? 


#z2&AESISUTAISESAIE . . B. r AE Et 
By Mr. Mountfort. 


LE L IT A was coy, and hard to win, 
With artful Cunning play'd the Virgin's Party 
But when ſhe once had try'd the Sin, 
She hugg'd the charming, tingling Dart ; 
Cry'd, Nearer, Deareſt, to my Heart, 
Thou'rt Lord of all within. 


On the Stage, by Mr. Savage. 


HE Stage, as all Things, Nature's Laws obey, 
When once Perfection comes, muſt feel Decay; 
How long has Fate o'er one great Maſter hung, 
Vnerv'd his Action, and untun'd his Tongue; 
While ſhe, whoſe various Loſs we all deplore, 
Who charm'd all Eyes! all Ears! now charms no 
* more; 
While others, tho? ſtill ſanguine in the Chace, 
See the wiſh'd Goal, yet almoſt fear the Race: 


[83] 
Deign to indulge ſome young Performer's Aim, 
Whoſe Seeds of Fire may kindle into Flame; 
Call'd forth by you, may to your Children ſhine, 
And ſave an Art, now ſeeming to decline. 


Tn Toto e ee 


An EPIGRAM. 


Ature's chief Gifts unequally are cary'd, 

It ſurfeits ſome, while many more are ſtary'd ; 
Her Bread, her Wine, her Gold, and what before 
Was common Good, is now made private Store ; 
Nothing that's good we have among us common, 

But all enjoy the common III a Woman. 


SHEETS THRENTSSSNS SSH 
By Hen. Stonecaſtle, Ey; 


I M High-Church, nor Low-Church, nor Tory, 
nor Whig, 

Nor flutt'ring young Coxcomb, nor formal old Prig ; 

I can laugh at a Jeſt, if not told out of Time, 

And excuſe a Miſtake, tho' not flatter a Crime: 

Unbias'd, I view Things around, as they paſs, 

Nor ſquint at the Great thro' a black*ning Glaſs ; 

The Faults of my Friends I wou'd ſcorn to expoſe, 

And deteſt private Scandal, tho' caſt on my Foes ; 

put none to the Bluſh, upon any Pretence, 

For Immodeſty ſhocks both good Breeding and Sen ; 
L 2 No 


[ 34 J 
No Man's Perſon I hate, tho his Conduct I blame, 
I can cenſure a Crime, without naming a Name; 
To amend, not expoſe, is the Will of my Mind, 
But Reproof muſt be loſt, if IIl- nature is join d: 
When Merit appears, tho' in Rags, I reſpect it, 
And will plead Virtue's Cauſe, tho' the World ſhau'd 
reject it; 
Cool Reaſon I bow to, Where ever *tis found, h 
And rejoice when true Learning with Honour is 
crown'd ; Wa, 
No Party I ſerve, in no Quarrel I % in 
Nor damn the Opinion that differs from mine; 
No Corruption I ſcreen, tho no Treaſon 1 ing, 
I'm a Friend to my Country, yet true to my King. 
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An EPITAPH. 


O this fad Shrine, who cer thou art, draw near, 
If ever Son, if ever Friend was dear, 

Here lies the Youth, who'ne'er his Friend decoy'd, 
Or gars lis Father Grief, but When he dyd-. 
How vain is Reaſon ! Eloquence how weak! 
When Pope muſt tell what Harcaurt cannot peak ? 
Let then thy once lov'd Friend inſcribe thy Stone, 
And, with thy Father's Sorrow, mix his o Wu. \/ 4 


vi 181; 
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Extempore. 


H ALF cloath'd, aad dirty does the Miſer go, 
Behung with uſeleſs Ornaments the Beau ; 
Plain, warm, and clean, the Man of Senſe we find, 
Dreſs ſhews the Strength, and Weakneſs of the Mind, 


IEEE PEEL EEE ES AAAS 22:3. 


On the Death of Queen Mary. 
OST gracieus Heav'n, upon the Earth looked 


down, 
And juſtly claim'd Maria as its own, 
Saw us unworthy of the Royal Pair, | 3 a 


Yet kindly left the glorious Milian here; . 

Thus Heay'n and Earth do in the Bleſſings ſhare; 

He makes the Earth, ſhe Heav*n, our great Allies; 

And, tho' we mourn, ſhe for our Comfort dies; 

Nor need we fear the raſh, preſumptuous Foce, | 
| Whilſt ſhe's our Saint above, and he our King 2 N 
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On Mr. CON GRE VA. 


HEN. chat the waned Marble tells 
Where Congreve's ſilent Remnant dnells 
And o'er this ſacred, kindred Duſt, 
The artful Sculptor forms the Buſt ; ; 


iP 
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L 86 ] 
Inſcrib'd to him, whoſe deathleſs Song 
Was ſmoothly nervous, ſweet, and ſtrong. 
And is it He? the Standers by, 02 ee 
| AftoniſÞd, <vith Surprize, will cry, | \ 
Can ſo much Wit and Learning die? 
Shou'd any Stranger be ſo near, 
As Congreve's happy Name to hear, 
He'll ſurely ask, What great Reward 
A Learned Albion gave the Bard? 
Why Congreve had—what had He P—Prejfe [ 
Shadwell, and Euſden, awore the Bays. 


EEC CLE ETELES EEE 


The following Epilogue, written by 
My. Carey, was ſpoke by Mr. Cib- 
ber, junior, 1729. 


F Language cou'd our grateful Thoughts expreſs, 
Thoſe Thoughts ſhould want not for poetic 
Dreſs; © 
But Words, alas! are k ſhow 
The Thanks we to your Kind Indulgence owe, 
Who've Merit made of our Deſire to pleaſe, 
Wink'd at our Faults, and rais'd us by Degrees; 
Encouragement, the very Life of Art, 
Stirs up the active Mind, and fires the Heart, 
From ſmall Beginnings makes th' Induſtrious mend, 
And ſtruggle, till Perfection crowns the End. 


[87] 
Accept our humble Thanks for Favours paſt, 
And give us Hopes, to think 'em not the laſt ; 
In Pity pardon what has been amiſs, 

Another Year may mend the Faults of this ; 


And, if hereafter we deſerve Applauſe, 
Be yours the Praiſe, whoſe Goodneſs was the Cauſe. 


H 


SSILSSISSASSSLSESSS 
To LEWIS XIV. King of France, 


on his extravagant Rejoicings, at 
the ſame Time bis Kingdom labour- 
ing under a great Famine, 


Onour in Sieges, or in Battles cary'd, 
Is but ill Food to People, almoſt ftary'd : 

Thy Subjects, Lewis, wou'd be more pleas'd with 

Bread, 
Than ſtill with thy vain Victories to be fed: 
Tell famiſh'd Families of Honour, : 
They'll thank you for a Rye Loaf ſooner. : 
Indeed in Blood thou'ft glutted thy own Fame, 
With four Years Conqueſt to exalt thy Name; 
While thy poor Subjects Kill can nothing boaſt, 
But rouzing Bonfires, without Boil'd or Roaſt. 
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[88] 


uf . EPITAPH, bi- 
* e Alle end.. 2500 
An Atheiſt by diſclaiming Rome: 


A Rebel bold, by ſtriving ſti lil! 


To keep the Laws above the Will; 


And hind'ring thoſe wou'd pull em down, 

To leave no Limits to a Crown; | | 
Crimes damn d by Church and Government, +» + | 
O, whither muſt his Soul be ſent ? ar”! 
Of Heaven it muſt. needs deſpair, 

If that the Pope be Turn- key there: 
And Hell can neter it entertain, 

For there is all Tyrannic Reign; 
And Purgatory's ſuch Pretence, 

As ne' er deceiv'd a Man of Senſe: 


o 


Where goes it then ?—where't ought to go, 


Where Pope and Devil haye nought to do. 


Ss EN CE ae ACA Eee, EON Er G5 


| On che Old Buſt, with a ſour Air, on 


Mr. e 5 Monument. oh 


T — Tomb, ;nfcrib'd aria D D's 
Name, | 


That Mite, ſlow offer'd, eo efablih Fame ! 3 9d] 


Fill'd with raw Wonder, Hro ſtopt to gaze, 
And blefs'd his bounteous Grace — in kind "RE 


* 


[89] 

The Guardian Genius, from the ſacred Duſt, 
Re-kindling upward, wak'd the quick'ning Buſt ; 
_ Glowing from ev'ry awful Feature=—-broke 
Diſdainful Life — and thus the Marble ſpoke : 
Teach thy blind Love of Honeſty to ſee, 

Tis not my Monument, tho' built on me: 

Great Peers, tis known, can in Oblivion lie, 
But no great Poet has the Power to die. = 
At cheap Expence, behold engrafted Fame | | 
The tack'd Aſſociate of a Buoyant Name: 
The pompous Crafts one lucky Lord ſhail fave, 

And $hþ——-4 borrow: Life from Dryden's Grave. 

"I'was ſaid - and e're the ſhort Senſation dy'd, 

The ſtiff *ning Marble wreath d its Form aſide, 

Back from the Titled Waite of mould'ring State 

He turn'd—negle&ful of the Court, too late! 

And ſadly conſcious of miſpointed Praiſe, 

Frowns thro' the Stone, and ſhrinks beneath his ob 
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On te. SPENCER. 


T Delpbes Shrine, one did a Doubt © Ba 
Which by the Oracle muſt be l 
Whether of Poets were the beſt renown'd, 7 
Thoſe that ſurvive, or they that aredeceas'd ? 1 * 
The Gods made Anſwer, by divine Suggeſtion, 
While Spencer is alive, it is no Queſtions: 1 
5 | (11 M nog ig 
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On SHAKESPEAR. 


Enowned Spencer, lie a Thought more nigh 
To learned Chaucer, and rare Beaumont lie 
A little nearer, Spencer, to make Room 

For Shakeſpear in the threefold, fourfold Tomb; 
To lodge all four in one Bed, make a-ſhife 
Until Doom's-Day ; for hardly will a fifth 
Betwixt this Day and that, by Fates be ſlain, 
For whom your Curtains may be drawn again: 
If your Precedency in Death do bar 

A fourth Place in your ſacred Sepulchre, 

Under this ſacred Marble of thine own, 

Sleep, rare Tragedian, Shakeſpear ! ſleep alone: 
Thy unmoleſted Peace, in an unſhared Cave 
Poſſeſs as Lord, not Tenant of thy Grave; 
That unto us, and others, it may be 

Honour hereafter, to be laid by Thee. 


E 


On the Death of Lady Betty Manſel. 


Eader, attend; and, if thine Eye let fall 
A ſilent Tear, confeſs it Nature's Call; 
Conſign'd to God, from whom the Bleſſing came, 
Here lies the precious Reliques of that Fame; 
Which, when inform'd with Life, attractive ſhin'd 
With all we wiſh, or hope, in Womankind ; 
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Theſe different Attributes of chaſte and fair, 

(When join'd, how lovely! but, alas! how rare!) 
With Charms united, did in her combine, 

Her Sex was Female, but her Soul divine : c 
Virtue, Diſcretion, and a graceful Eaſe, © 
(For ſure in her twas natural to pleaſe) 
Adorn'd her Manners in each Sphere of Life, ; 
The Daughter, Friend, the Siſter, and the Wiſe. - 
This Treaſure loſt, what Tongue can tell the Smart 
Her mourning Parents feel, and ev'ry Kindred Heart? 
But chiefly his, whoſe faithful Boſom pror d 

The ſoft Endearments of his Soul Beloy'd : 

Yet mourn not, Youth, the Lot to either given, 
You've liv'd in Paradiſe, ſhe dwells in Heayen. 
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On à young Gentleman. 


F Gentle Blood, his Parents only Treaſure, 
Their laſting Sorrow, and their vaniſh'd Plea- 
ſure ; 

Adorn'd with Features, Virtues, Wit, and Grace, 
A large Proviſion for ſo ſhort a Race 
More mod'rate Gifts might have prolong'd his Pete 
Too early fitted for a better State. 
But knowing Heaven his Home, to ſhun Delay, 
He leap'd o'er Age, and took the ſhorteſt Way. 
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On a young Lady. 


Laras Sweetneſs lies, and een * 
Breath 

Was ſtopt by early, not untimely Death ; 

She's gone to Reſt, juſt as ſhe did begin, 

Sorrow to know, before ſhe knew to fin. 

Death, that doth Sin, and Sorrow to prevent, 

It is a Bleſſing to a Life well ſpent. 


bh fr bet eb c c hh d hex 
Millington : Fpitapb, the famous 


Audttioneer, 


Nderneath this Marble Stone 
Lies the famous Millington; 
A Man, who through the World did ſteer, 
I'ch' Station of an Auctioneer ; 
A Man, with wond'rous Senſe and Wiſdom bleſs'd, 
His whole Qualities are not to be expreſs d. 
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= Tranſlated from Martial. 


1 all thy Humours, whether grave, or mellow, 

Thou'rt ſuch a touchy, teſty, pleaſant Fellow, 
Haſt ſo much Wit, and Mirth, and Spleen abo "ate thee, 
There is no living with thee, nor without the 
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Michael Draiton's Enit apb. 


O, pious Marble, let thy Readers know-! * : } 
What they, and what thy Children owe 
To Draitou's Name; whole ſacred Duſt 
We recommend unto thy Truſt: | 
Protect his Memory, and preſerve his Story, 
Remain a laſting Monument of Glory: 
And when thy Ruins ſhall diſclaim 
To be the Treaſurer of thy Name ; 
His Name that cannot fade ſhall be 
An everlaſting Monument to Thee, 
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On Trap TA j 


IME darks the Sky, Time brings the Day, 
Time glads the Heart, Time puffs all Joys away: 
Time builds a City, and o'erthrows a Nation, \ 
Time writes a Story of their Deſolationn 
Time hath a Time, when it ſhall be no more, 
Time makes poor Men rich, and rich Men poor. 40 
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An Epitaph, by Dr. Arbuthnot. 
H lieth the Body of Colonel! 


Don FRAN OSO. a: 919 T 
Who with an inflexible Conſtancy, 


[94] 
And inimitable Uniformity of Liſe, _ 
Perkited, in Spight of Age, and Infirmity, 
In the Practice of every human Vice, 
Excepting Prodigality and Hypocriſy ; 
His inſatiable Avarice 
Exempting Him from the Firſt, 
And his matchleſs Impudence 
| From the Latter. | 
Nor was He more ſingular 
In that undeviating Viciouſneſs, 
Than ſucceſsful in aecumulating Wealth, 
Having, without Truſt of Public 
Money, Bribe, worthy Service, Trade, or Profeſion, 
Acquired, or rather created, 
A Miniſterial Eftate. 
Among the Singularities of his Lite and Fortune, 
Be it hkewiſe commemorated, 
That He was the only Perſon in his Time, 
> Who cou' d cheat without the Mask of Honeſty, 
Who cou'd retain his primzvial Meanneſs, 
After being poſſeſs'd of 10,009 Pounds a Year ; 
Ang who having done every Day of his Life 
Something worthy of a Gibbet, was 
Once condemn'd to one for what he had not done, 
Think not, indignant Reader, 
His Life uſeleſs to Mankind, 
Providence 
Favour'd, or rather conniv'd at 
His execrable Deſigns, 
That He might remain 
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To this and future Ages, 

A conſpicuous Proof and Example of how ſmall 
Eſtimation exorbitant Wealth is held in the 
Sight of the Almighty, by his beſtow- 
ing it on the moſt unworthy of 
all the Deſcepdants of Adam. 


N A. c. Js 2 992 4 $1 
On Six Sorts of People who keep Faſtu. 


HE Miſer faſts, becauſe he will not eat, 

The poor Man faſts, becauſe he has no Meat; 
The rich Man faſts, with greedy Mind to ſpare, 
The Glutton faſts, to eat the greater Share; 
The Hy pocrite he faſts, to ſeem more holy, 
The Righteous Man, to puniſh ſinful Folly. 
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S Damon, who had hardly ſped 
In Wedlock's heavy Chains, 
His tender Flock with Thyrfis fed 
Upon the ſmiling Plains, 
Thus to the Youth, the Sage exclaim'd, 
And the cura d Hour, in which he marry 4d, damm d. 


[96] 
Wou'd'ſt thou, my Friend, in Pleaſure live, 
Nor thy Repoſe deſtroy ; 
Wou'0i thou the Bliſs, that Youth can give, 
Withont Remorſe enjoy; 
Oh! ſhun that fatal Rock——a Wife, 
That galls chy * with endleſs Plagues and Strife. 


For when, at laſt, you have attain'd 

=. The great myſterious Bliſs, 

4 When you have that ſtrange Something gain'd, 
| And find how fleeting tis, 

| You'll curſe the fond, and amorous Heat, 
And find out quickly who's the greateſt Cheat. 
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oo. CHLOE 2b. 


HAT ſtately, lovely, charming Shade, 
So gracefully does move, 
*Tis Venus, fare, in Maſquerade, 
Deſcended from above. 
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From ev ry Part ſuch Graces ſhine, 
Her gay, majeſtic Air, CN 
And Motion, ſpeak her all divine, 
It is ſome heavenly Fair. 
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Yet, ſure, that Form before I've ſeen, 
That moves ſo ſmooth along, 

That comely Shape, and Angel's * 
Jo Chi does belong. 
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Cie, in vain you thus conceal 
Your Luſtre from your Eyes, 1 
Your beauteous Charms your ſelf reveal, 
In ſpight of the Diſguiſe. 


The ſplendid Sun does gild the Clou 
That hides its glorious Light, 1 | 
And tho? you all your Beauties ſhroud, | 
They ſtill appear in Signt: 


vt eb G Wee +340 
To the Beautiful M | R AN D A. 


: HE bright Miranda is the Nymph I | prize, 
The beſt regarded Tieaſure of my Eyes 


The grateful Theme of ev'ry Thought by Day, 
The Charm to chace intruding Cares away; 


By Night, the pleaſing Proſpect of my Preams, l 
My Guide in Storms, my, Anchor in Extreams., . 


As oft as to our dazzled. Senſe you riſe, , 
A Thouſand Hearts are yanquiſh'd by your Eyes 
For while on your reſiſtleſs Charms we gaze, 
Darkneſs appears on every other Face: 
our numerous Trophies own their fatal Might, 
lud none eſcape unwounded from your Signt. 
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The FAVOURITE. 


N Sy/via every Grace, 
And every Charm is ſeen, 
An Angel in her Face, | 
A Goddeſs in her Mien. 


By Nature form'd to reign, 
While all, who ſee, obey, 

By Vows befieg'd, in vain, a 

She keeps her Sovereign Sway, 


No Arts her Soul can move, 
But chaſte, as the is fair, 
While her bright Eyes dart Love, 
Her Virtue gives Deſpair. 
Midſt Stars that deck the Night, 
The Moon's refulgent Ball, 
Thus moves with fairer 85 
Lov'd and admir'd by all 


Kass 


The Diſtreſs d Lover. 


IT L, or Innocence, or Death's Decree, 

From Chains of State, may ſet the Pris'ner free; 
The Charms of Beauty more relentleſs prove, 
There's no Enlargement from the Chains of Love. 
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The Diſappointment, 


N Sleep diſſoly'd, upon my Bed, 
I lay one filent Night, 
When a deceitful Dream conyey'd 
This Viſion to my Sight. 


Methought I ſaw my lovely Maid, 
And free from all Diſguiſe ; 

A Softneſs in her Looks ſhe had, 
And Paſſion in her Eyes. 


With eager Joy I quickly fled, 
And claſp'd her in my Arms, 
With Kiſſes on her Lips I fed, 
And run o'er all her Charms, 


When as I, with too eager Haſte, 
Purſu'd my lovely Prize, 

Waking, the Phantom vaniſh'd ftreight 
From my deluded Eyes. 


—— ——-—ê — 
— — —ͤ—ü—j— — ——— — 


Thus, when Trion thought to embrace 
8882 Great Jove's immortal Dame, 
A fleeting Cloud, put in her Place, 
Daſh'd his preſumptuous Flame. 
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BEN. JOHNSON. 


Nderucath this Stone doth * 

As much Virtue as cou'd die; 
Which, when alive, did Vigour give 

To as much Beauty as could live. 


Gd: : e te on 99 Be 928 Ih 42 be 
On the Counteſs Dowager of” Pembroke, 


| dend this Marble 0 
Lies the Subject of all Verſe ; 
Siduty's Siſter, Pembroke's Mother, 
Death, ere thou haſt kill'd another 
Fair and Learn'd, and good as ſhe, 
Time ſhall throw a Dart at thee. 
eee ARA SADR rater EL 
An Epitaph on Margaret Scot, at 
Dunkeld in Scotland, Febr. 26, 


1728. 


TOP, Paſſenger, until my Life you read, 
The Living may get Knowledge of the Dead; 
Five times five Years, J led a Virgin's Life; 
Five times five Years, I was a virtuous Wife; 
Ten times five Years, I liv'd a Widow chaſte ; 
Now, tired with this Mortal Life, I reſt. 


e. 


101 J 


Between my Cradle, and my Grave, hath been 
Eight mighty Kings of Scatland, and a Queen; 
Four times five Years, a Commonwealth I ſaw 3 
Ten times the Subjects roſe againſt the Law ; 
Twice did I {ce old Prelacy pull'd down ; 

And twice the Cloak was humbled by the Gown. 
An End of Stuart's Race —— I ſay no more; 


Such difmal Scenes in my Time hath been, 
J have an End of all Perfection ſeen. 


On che Death of a Lady's Dog. 


HOU, happy Creature ! art ſecure 
From all the Trouble we endurc ; 
Deſpair, Ambition, Jealouſy, 
Loſt Friends, nor Love diſquiet thee : 
A ſullen Prudence drew thee hence, 
From Noiſe, Fraud, and Impertinence ; 
Tho' Life eſſay'd the ſureſt Will, 
Gilding itſelf with Laura's Smile; 
How did'ſt thou ſcorn Life's meaner Chains? 
Thou, who cou'd'ſt break thro' Laura's Arms: 
Poor Cynick ! fill, methinks, I hear 
Thy awful Murmurs in my Ear; 


I faw my Country fold for Erg/jh Oar : 


As when on Laura's Lap you lay, 

Chiding the worthleſs Crowd away: 

How fondly human Paſſions turn! 

What then we envy'd, now We mourn. | | 
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An EPIGRAM. 
N elderly. Lady, whoſe bulky, ſquat Figure, 
By Hoop, and White Damask, was render'd 


much bigger; 
Without Hood, and bare-neck'd, to * Park did re- 
air, 
To ſhew = new Cloaths, and to take the freſh Air; 
Her Shape, her Attire, rais'd a Shout and a Laughter, 
Away waddles Madam, the Mob hurries after : 
Quoth a Wag then, obſerving the noiſy Crowd follow, 
As ſhe came with a Hoop, ſhe's | gone with a Hollow. 
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Prologue to the Spaniſh Fryar, ſpoke 
e by Mr. Yarrow. 


O fire the generous Soul in Virtue's Cauſe, 
And make the willing World obey her Laws; 

To raiſe your Paſſians, and command your Tears, 
For this the Tragick Muſe in State appears. 
Searches long Annals of each by-paſt Age, 
And ſhews the fierceſt Monarchs on the Stage. 
To Night a Female Tyrant We ſhall move, 
Tho' made a Tyrant by that Tyrant Love; 
Whene'er Majeſtick Beauty Poets draw, 
The trembling Lover views with diſtant Awe. 
Eer yet the Fair ſubmits.to own a Lord, 
She's form'd a Goddels, -ſhrin'd, and then ador'd. 
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The Comic Muſe puts on a kinder Air, 
And ſhews the Foible of the yielding Fair : 
While briskly ſhe purſues the pleaſing Task, 
Preſenting Nature's Face, without a Mask. 
The Fair One flies, with all her worſhip'd Charms, 
From fapleſs Age, to the young Lover's Arms. 
Ev'n Virgin Love delights to be purſu'd, 
And ſooneſt yields, when with moſt Freedom woo'd, 
Our op'ning Scenes, to inſtru and pleaſe defign'd, 
Have both Ideas in one Plot conjoin'd. 
From whence all Lovers may this Truth derive ; 
Reſpect with F reedom is Love's Way to thrive. 
Thus pleads our Author's Merits ; but our own, 
We dare not mention, conſcious we have none. 
With Criticks we to Night make fri Alliance, 
Tho' much we long to thunder bold Defiance. | 
We dread the Searches ey'n of candid Eyes, 
Our laſt Reſort in bounteous Beauty lies : 
To you, Ye Fair, we make our next Addreſs, 
Not that we deem your Strength of Judgment leſs, 
But your good Nature more; in youthful Fame © 
We our firſt Tribute from your Candour claim. 
Elſe ſhe in vain ſhall ſpread her Laurel Shade, 
If your ſtri& Cenſure bid the Verdure fade; 
But if our young Ambition you approve, 
And graft one Scion in her wildeſt Grove: 
That happy Plant ſhall with freſh Vigour riſe, 
Tho' Envy fill with Blaſt th' inclement Skies. 
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A T Midnight, when the Fever rag'd, 


By Phyſick's Art ſtill unaſſwag'd; 
And tortur'd me with Pain. 
When molt it ſcorchd my aching Head, 
Like ſulph' rous Fire, or liquid Lead, 
And hiſsd thro' every Vein. 


With ſilent Steps approaching nigh, .- 
Pale Death ſtood trembling in my Eye, 
And ſhook th' uplifted Dart; 

My Mind did various Thoughts debate 
Of this, and of an After-State, 

Which terrify'd my Heart. 


I thought *twas hard, in youthful Age, 


To quit this fine delightful Stage, 
2 No more to view the Day ; 
Nor e' er again the Night to ſpend, 
In ſocial Converſe with a Friend, 

Ingenious, learn'd and gay. 


No more in curious Books to read 
The Wiſdom of the illuſtrious Dead, 
All that is dear to leave ; 
Relations, Friends; and Myra too, 
Without one Kiſs, one dear Adieu, 
To moulder in the Grave. 
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Incircled with Congenial Clay, 
To Worms, and creeping Things a Prey, 
To waſte, diffolve, and rot; 
To lie wrapt cold within a Shroud, 
Mingled amongſt the vileſt Crowd, 
Un- noted, and forgot. 


Oh, Horrour ! by this Train of Thought, 

My Mind was to Diſtraction brought, 
Impoſſible to tell; 

The Fever rag'd ſtill more without, 

Whilſt dark Deſpair, or diſmal Doubt, 
Made all within me Hell. 


At length, with grave, yet chearful Air, 
Repentance came ſerenely fair, 
As Summer's Evening Sun 
At Sight of whom, extatick Joy 
Did all that horrid Scene deſtroy, 
And every Fear was gone. 


If join'd in Concert with one Voice, 
Angels at ſuch a Change rejoice, 
I heard their Joy expreſt ; 
If there be Muſick in the Spheres, 
That Muſic ſtruck my raviſh'd Ears, 
And charm'd my Soul to Reſt. 


END F the Firſt Volume. 
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